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To the Right Honourable 
0 H AR L E 8, 
Lord HALLI TAX. 


Is ſoon as it was made known 
that your Lordſhip was not diſ- 
pleaſed with this PLay, my 
Friends began to value them- 
ſelves upon the Intereſt they 
had tilken in its Succeſs; I was touch'd 
with a Vanity I had not before been ac- 
quainted with, and began to dream of no- 
ane leſs than the Immortality of my Work, 


And I had ſufficiently ſhewn this Vanity 
in inſeribing this PLAy to Your Lordſhip, 
did T only conſider you as one to whom ſo 
many admirable Pieces, to whom the Praiſes 


of Lay, and the beſt Latin Poem ſince the 


A 3 Aneid, 


3 


n * 
4 0 


k 


> 
* 


8 Epiſtle * 8 8 
Aneid, Hat on the Peace of Rifwiek, are 
con ſecrated. But it had been intolerable 
Preſumption to have addreſſed it to you, 
my Lord, who are the niceſt Judge of 
Poetry, were you not alſo the greateſt En- 
courager of it; to you who excel all the 
preſent Age as a Poet, did you not ſurpaſs 


all the preceding Ones as a;Patron.,” } 


DD For in the Times when the Muſes were 
moſt encouraged, the beſt” Writers were 


countenanced, "Hat never advanced; they 


were admitted to the Acquaintance 'of the 
2 Men, but that was all they were to 

& The Bounty of the Patron is no 
where to be read of but in he Works of 


Poets, whereas your a 8 will fill TT 


thoſe of the Hiſtorians. 


For what Tranfactions can they write of 
which have not managed by ſome 
who were recommended by your Lord- 
ſhip? It is by your Lordſhip's Means, that 
the Univerſities ve been real Nurſeries for 
the State; that the Courts Sbroad are charmed 
by the Wit and Learning, as well as the 
Sagacity, of our Miniſters ; that Germany, 


ſelf begins to reliſh the Politeneſs of the 
Engliſd; that the Poets at Home adorn that 


Court, 


* 


Steitzerland, Muſcovy, and even Turkey it- 


e ante + Ur 


e Beli tor 


hey lh ſed and to 
dad they travel, in a Man- 
er edeceffor Homer, 
and with Al E quipage he could not be- 
"ſtow; even on the roe "le e to 
immortalize. un 


And this, my ten, Fe Thr EY 
| ledge of Men as well as Writing s, and your 


Jug gment no leſs than your 3 ; 
"you have d&{tifngw ed between thoſe who 


y their A8 b or "Abilities Were qua- 
Aged for tlie Pleafare only, and _ ug 
were fit for the Seryice of your Chin 
vou made the e And the other 2 
ful; You have 1 : ode no Occaſion to 
wich for any Prefe t, ald vo have 
obliged the Publick . zee of 
the others. Ss 4 


* 4 4 ' * 17 _ 4 * Fu? 


And now, my Lord, it may Kent odd 
that I ſhould dwell on the Topick of your 
Bounty only, when I might enlarge on fo 
many others ; when I ought to take Notice 


of that illuſtrious Family from which you 


are ſprung, and yet of the great Merit which 
was neceſſary to ſet you on a Level with it, 

and to raiſe you, to, that Houſe of Peers, 

which was already filled with your Rela- 

tions. When I ought to conſider the Bright- 
A4 ' neſs 
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eg «ſs, of 7855 r. Wit in private Converſation, 
lidity of your Eloquence in pub- 

"lick Debates ; When I ought to admire in 

you. the Politeneſs of a Courtier, and the 


8 of a Friend ; the Ae of Be- 


haviour which charms al who addreſs 
themſelves to you, and yet that hidden 
Reſerve, which is neceſſary for thoſe Wah 
Affairs in which I are concerned, 


T6 29 over all theſe great Qualities (n my 
Lord) and inſiſt only on your Generoſity, 
looks as if I ſolicited it for myſelf; but to 
that I quitted, all manner of Claim when, I 
took Ne otice of your Lordſhip's great Judg- 
ment in the Choice of thoſe you advance; 
ſo that all at preſent my Ambition: aſpires 
155 is, that your Lordſhip would be pleaſed 
: don this Preſumption, and permit me 
= profeſs myſelf with the moſt nen 
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To bear, * once, with achat you underfland. 
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By Mr. AD DIS ON. 
Spoken by Mr. WI LES. 


18 G has a Race of Heroes fild the Stage, 
That raut by Note, and thro' the Gamut rage 
In Songs and Airs expreſs their martial Fire, 
Combate in Trills, and in a Feuge expire ; 

While lull'd by Sound, and undiſturbd by Wit, .. 
Calm and ſerene you indolently fit ; 3 
And from the dull Fatigue of Thinking free, 

Hear the facetious Finales Repartie : 8 

Our Home. ſpun Authors muſt forſake the Field, 


And Shakeſpear to the /oft Scarlatti yield. + 


To your new Taſte the Poet of this Day © 
as by a Friend advii'd to form his Play: 
Had Valentini, mufically coy, | 
Shunn'd Phazdra's Arms, and ſcorn d the fed Toy, © 
It had not mow'd your Wonder to haut ſeen 
An Eunuch fly from an enamour'd Auen: 
How would it pleaſe, Su d ſhe in Engliſh Meal, 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek ? 

But he, a Stranger to your Modify Way, 
By your old Rules muſt fand or fall to Day, 
And hopes you will your Foreign Taſſe command, 
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THE 


THE 


E LO. U E. 


By Mr. P RI O R. 


Spoken by Mes OLDFIELD. 


J 42188, to Nb your Pity 1 implore 
For one who never troubled you before : 
An Oxford Man, extreamly read in Greek, 
Who. from Eu—ripides mates Phædra Deal; 
And comes to Town to tet us Moderns know 
How Women Iow'd two thaufand Years ago. 
If that be all, ſaid I, een burn your Play, 
I gad we know all that as well as they + 
| Show us the youthful handfome Charioteer, 
Firm an his Seat, and running his Carter; 
Our Souls auen d kindle with as gen ron Flames, 
Als Cer inſpir d the ancient Grecian Dames: 
Ev'ry Iſmena wwor'd refign her Breaff, | 
Aud cry dear Hippolitus be blip. . 
Put, as it ts, ſiæ flouncing Flanders Mis + 
Are een as good as any two of theirs ; 
Aud if Hippolitus can but contrive 
TH Buy the gilded Chariot, John can drive, 
"Foy eee | 
And Phedra's Morals iu this Scholar's Play; 


Something, at laſt, in Juſtice Gon be ſaid, 


Bxt this Hippolitus /o fills one's Heat — 


A 


Wilt 


* 
The EPILOGUE. 

Well! Phadra liv'd as chaftly as foe cou'd, 
For. foe was Father Jove's own Fleſh ware 
Her aukmard Lowe, indeed, as oddly fated, 

She and her Poly wire too near related; 
Aud yet that Scruple had been laid aſide, 

If homft Theſeus had but fairly d: 
But when he came, what needed he to know, 
© But that all Matters flood in Statu quo: 
There wwas no Harm, you ſee ; or grant there were,. 
She might want Conduct, but he wanted avis | 
Tas in a Huſband little leſs than rude, 
Upon his Wift's Retirement to intrude : 

He Bou'd have ſent a Night or tuo by 1 
That he wwou'd come exact at ſuch an Hour; 
Then he had turn d all Tragedy to Jeff, 

Found ev'ry thing contribute to hit Reft; | 
The Picquet Friend di/miſs'd, the Coaft all clear, OY | 
Aud Spouſe-e alone, impatient for her Dear. | 
But if ibeſe gay Reflections come too late 
To beep the guilty Phædra from her Fare, 
If jour more ſerious Judgment muſt condemn - 
The dire Efes of her unhappy Flame: 
Yet, ye chaſte Matrons, and ye tender Fair, 
Let Love and Iundrence engage your Care; 
My ſpotleſs Flames to your Protection tale, 
Ard ſpare poor Phædra for Iſmena' Sale. 
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Dramatis EP | 


M E . 
Turszus King of Crete... 3 Mr. Betterton, 
Hirronrvs his Son, in Love with Jena. Mr. Booth. 
Lycox Miniſter of State. Mr. Keen. 
CrnaTanDeR Captain of the Guards | Mr. Greg. | 
WOMEN. ; 

Pambns; N buy's Queen, in Love with} , 

Hippolitus on | : Mrs. Barrey. 


Turn a, a Captive Princeſs, in Lore with 
— oe _ * . 1 
In 


PHEDRA 


| HIPPOLITUS. 


PH DRA 


AND 


ACT 1. SCENE * 


Enter 3 and Lycon. 


18 ſtrange, Cratguder, that the Royal , 
Phedra | | 
Should Rill continue reſolute in 1255 
And obſtinately wretched: 

That one ſo gay, ſo beautiful and 

— young | 

Of godlike Virtue and imperial PW r, 
Shou'd fly inviting Joys, and court Deſtruction. | 


Crat. Is there not Cauſe, when lately join'd in 
To have the King her Huſband call'd to War? 
Then for three tedious Moons to mourn his Abſence, 
Nor know his Fate? 15 

Lye. The King may cauſe her Sorrow, 
But not by 3 Oft I've ſeen him hang 
With greedy Eyes and languiſh o'er her Beautics, 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, ' defiring Arms | 
Flew wo loathing = par * beſews, 1010 
With mournful loving Eyes a'd her Flight, 
And dropt a ſilent Tear car, » 


—— — 


* —— nn. 
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| 


Th 4 Ae Hotrör, D ation: 

Why did the Queen eo have cull's Ma in 

Why did ſhe give her Perſon and her Tarone rs” 

To wats; wed 2 I PEGS 
Lyc. Perhaps he thought it jaſt * 


That he ſhou'd wear the Crown, his Velour 
« 2 the not glut bis * alth Wealth Lo 
r V alour, ot reed bis Rover 8 
Why, when a happy Mother, Queen and Widow; 
Why did ſhe wed old Tht/exs ? While his Son, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal Youth 
And equal Beauty might have fil d her Arms. 
He. 111 litus (in diſtant. Seythig born, 
The warlike * 'Camilla's Son) | | 
Till our Queen's Marriage, was unknown to. Crete: 
And ſure the Queen cou'd wiſh him ſtil unknown : 


She loaths, deteſts him, flies his hated Preſence, 


And Thrinks and trembles at his very Name. 
Crat. Well may ſhe hate the Prince ſhe needs muſt fear 
He may diſpute the Crown with Phz& 2's Son. 
= s brave, he's fiery, youthful and beloy 111 
is Courage charms the Men, bis Form the Women; | 
His very Sports are War, 
Ihe. O! he's all Hero, ſcorns th' inglorioas Eaſe 
Of lazy Crete, delights to ſhine in Arms, 
To weild the Sword, and launch the pointed Spear; 
To tame the gen'rous Horſe, that nobly wild 


Neighs on the Hills, and dares the angry Lion; ag30 


To join the ſtruggling Courſers to his Chariot, 
To make their ſtubborn Necks the Rein obey, 
To turn, to ſtop, or ſtretch along the Plain. | | 
Now the Queen's fick, there's Danger in his Courage. 
Be ready with your Guards. I fear Hippolitus, [ Exit Crat. 
Fear him! for what? poor filly virtuous Wretch, 
Affecting Glory, and contemning Pow'r : 
Warm without Pride, without Ambition brave; 
A ſenſelefs Hero, ſit to be a Tool ä 
To thoſe whoſe godlike Souls are turn'd for Empire. 
An open honeſt Fool, that loves and hates, 
err yet more Fool to own it. He hates Flatterers, 
N 4 He 


MM by ot bye 


een 3 


He hates me too; weak Boy, to make a Foe -. 
Where he might have a Slave. 1 hate him to, 
But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate dim. 
Let the Queen live or die, the Prince mult fall, 


n. dene e 


What nil * on che Queen, ＋ ea 7 

O charming Virgin O exalted Virtue! | |, 
Can ſtill your Goodneſs conquer all your Wrong: | 
Are you not robb'd of your Atbenian Crown? 
Was not your Royal Father Pallas ſlain? 


And all his wretched Race by conqu' ring „ le 


And do you ſtill watch o'er bis Conſort PH, 
And till repay ſuch Cruelty with Love? 


In. Let them be cruel that delight in IL 105 


I'm of a ſofter. Mould, poor Phedra's Sorrows 
Pierce thro' my yielding Heart and wound tny Soul. 


Lyc. Now thrice the riſing Sun has chear'd the World +.) 
Since ſhe renew'd her Strength with due Refreſhment; 


Thrice has the Night brought Eaſe to Man, to Beaſt, - 


Since wretched Phedra clos'd her fireaming Eyes: 


She flies all Reſt, all neceſſary Food, 
Reſolv'd to die, nor capable to live. 


1m. But now her Grief has wrought her in Frenzy 


The Images her troubled Fancy forms 

Are incoherent, wild; her Words di: jointed: 
Sometimes ſhe raves for Muſick, Light and Air, 
Nor Air, nor Light, nor Muſick, calm her very 'Þ 
Then with extatick Strength ſhe ſprings aloft, 

And moves and bounds with Vigour not her own... 


Lyc. Then Life is on the Wing, then moſt the fink. 


When molt ſhe feems reviv'd, Like boiling Water, 
That foams and hifles o'er the crackling Wood, 

And bubbles to the Brim; ev'n then moſt waſting, | 
When moſt it ſwells. 


In. My Lord, now try your l. 


Her wild Diſorder may diſcloſe the Secret 
Her cooler Senſe. conceal'd ; the 8 Gt 


Is dumb and ſullen, till with Fury fill d 
She oath, be riſes, SED wing to the Si 
* ſtares, ſhe raves 3 the aw ul See 
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4 4 PrzDRa and Retten 


[ Burſt from her trembling Lips, and eaſe'the tortur'd Maid. 
e Phedra comes, ye Gods, how pale, how weak! 


| Enter Phzedra wy Attendants. 


| Phed. Stay; Virgins, ſay, I'll reſt my weary wah 
bl My Strength forſakes me, and my dazled Eyes | 
Ake with the flaſhing Light, my looſen'd Knees © 
Sink under their dull N mp ſupport me, 9 


Alas! I faint, © 
| Lyc+ Aﬀord her Eaſe, kind Heay' T4 | 
' Phed. Why blaze theſe Jewels round my wretched Head? 
Why all this labour'd Elegance of Dreſs, | 
Why flow theſe wanton Curls in artful Rings? 
Take, ſnatch em hence. Alas! you all couſpirs | | 
To heap new Sorrows on my tortur'd Soul: 
All, all conſpire to make your Queen unhappy. is 
4 Vn. This you requir'd, and to the pleafing Taſk , 
Call'd your officious Maids, and urg'd their Art; 1905 
You bid em lead you from yon hideous Darkneſs 
To the glad chearing Day, yet now avoid it, 
Ahd hate the Light you ſought. 
Phed. Oh! my Lycon ! ! 
\ Oh! how I long to lay my weary Head 
On tender flow'ry Beds and ſpringing Grafs, | 
To ftretch my Limbs beneath the ſpreading Shades | 
Of venerable Oaks, to flake my Thirſt 
With the cool Nectar of refreſhing Springs. 

Lye. Vl ſooth her Frenzy. Come, Phedra, lers s away, 
+ Let's to the Woods, and Lawns, and limpid Streams. 
| Phed. Come, let's away, and thou moſt bright Diana, 

Goddeſs of Woods, immortal, chaſte Diana, 

Goddeſs preſiding o'er the rapid Race, 

Place me, O place me in the duſty Ring, 

Where 2 Charioteers contend ns Glory; 

See wk they mount and ſhake the flowing Reins, 

See from the Goal the fiery/Courſers bound, 

Now they ftrain panting up the ſteepy Hill, a 
Now ſweep along its Top, now neigh along the Vale; * 
How the Car rattles, how its kindling Wheels 5 
Smoak in the Whirl! The circling Sand aſcends, 
And in the noble Duſt the Chariot's loſt, 


5 


Paan vß dn. Hayrourros, - Js 


7 9 eee Ah! wy Land ab1. what aid 1? 4. 

Where was I hurry'd-by my roving Fancy? | | 
My languid Eyes are wet with ſudden Tears, 
And on my Face unbidden Bluſhes glow... 
Jack, then, but bluſh for your defiruive Silence, 

Soul, and weighs you down to Death; 
(ve Pow'rs forbid her Death) 
Who then wou'd ſhield. from Wroogs your helpleſs Orphan? 
O! he might wander, fhedra's Son might wander, 
A naked Suppliant thro' the World for Add 
Then he may cry, invoke his Mother's Name: 
may vo hood ng, ins, to Shame, to Death, 


ET: IF? : 


While proud fi nn ne do! 
Phad. O Halbe | nn back » * 
He. Ha, A are you touch'd/at this? 


Phed. Unhappy W. ch!, what Name was that you ſpoke? 


Lyc. And d Name provoke your juſt gs? 
Then let it raiſe your Fear, as well as Rage: 


Think how you wrong'd him, to his Father . um, 
Think how you drove him hence a wand ring Exile 
To diſtant Climes, then think what certain Vengeance 801 
a 2 0% 0 


For his Sake then renew your drooping Spirits, 
Feed with now Oll che willing Lane pa. ie,” | 


That winks and trembles, now, jaſt now * 
Make haſte, preſerve your Life: ' 

Phed. Alas! too long, 
Too "oo haye I preſerv'd that guilty Life. 

uilty ! what Guilt, has Blood, has borrid Munther 

Ing your Hands? 

Phed. Alas my Hands ave guides, p 
But oh my Heart's defil'd. | | 105 
I've ſaid too much, forbear the reſt, my rob x 
And let me die to ſave the black Confeſſion. 

Lyc. Die then, but not alone; old n Heonn 
Shall be a Victim to your cruel Silence. 2 
Will you not tell? O lovely, wretched Queen! | 
By all the Cares of your firſt infant Vears, 2 
By all the Love, ng Faith, and Zeal I've ſhew'd you, 1 7 
Tell me your Griefs, unfold your hidden Sorrows, - * 
And teach your Hon bow to bring you Comfort. | 


Pha 


| — 2 | Tt 
6 Punx DRA and rr afin. 
Phed. What ſhall I ſay, malicious cruel r 
O where ſhall I begin? O eruel Ven 8 
How fatal Love has been to all our Race! 1 1 
Lyc. Forget it, Madam, let it die in Silence. 
Phd. 0 Ariadne! O unhappy Siſter! ; 
yr. Ceaſe to record your Siſter's Grief and Shame. 
ha. And ſinee the cruel God of Love 85 . 
I fall the laſt, and moſt undone of all. 
Hr. Do you then love? e al 
bel 7 Alas, T N en * 
The Pain, the Guile, the Shame of f * Love. | 
He. Fordid it Heaven! 
I love. — 1 Gadder u. d the > 
My Blood runs backward, and my fault 
Sticks at the Sound love. 0 b 
Why us I born with ſuch a Senſe 
do great Abhorrence of the ſmalleſt N 
And yet a Slave to ſuch impetuous Guilt ?: 
Rain on me, Gods, your Plagues, n 
Afflict my Soul with any thing but Goilt, 
And yet that Guitt is mine. il think no more, 
Tu to the Woods among the happier Brutes: 5 
Come, let's away, hark the ſhrill Horn refords, 4 
The jolly Huntimens Cries rend the wide Heav' 1: . 
Come, o'er the Hills purſue the bounding Stag, 
Come, chaſe the Lion and the foamy Boar, 
Come, rouſe up all the Monſters of the Wood, 


For there, woke og 3 


TAs: ye. Hippolitus _ 
Photd Who's he that names 
Ah! Tim. betray d, aud all my Guilt diſcover d, 
Oh! give me Poiſon, Swords, Fu not Hve, nor bear i it; 
I'll top my Breath. 
Im. I'm loſt, bot what's that Loſs! 
Hippolitus is loſt, or loſt to me: 
Yet ſhou'd her Charms prevail upon his Soul, 
Shou'd he be falſe, I wou'd not wiſh him ill, 
With my laſt parting Breath I'd bleſs my Lord! 
Then in — lonely deſart Place expire, 
Whence my unhappy Death ſhall never reach Kit, 
Wont it ſhou'd wound' his Peace, or damp his Joys. (th. 
Lyc. 


I me, . 


an 


14e 


# 
8 2. 
(2 


% 
of i 
. 
: 
t _ 
. 


VV fad add os £ _ omcci . 


Pn DRA ord Hiro rss. 7 
gc. Think ſtill the Secret in . id at 
For b by the awfal Majeſty. of Jou, Mů | 
By the all ſeeing Sun, by righteous Minen, 9 . f 
By all your Kindred Gods we ſwear, O Phadre, N 
Safe as our Lives we'll keep the fatal Secret. 
In. Cc. m ——— . 
Phed. it! from whom? peru earns 
The Fa Rerngp ton of the babling Mulgar: 
Oh ! can you keep it from yourſelves, wlenow it? / * 
| Or do you think I'm, ſo far gone in Guilt, [ 
That I can ſee, can bear the Looks, the Eyes 
Of one who knows my black deteſted Crimes, 4 
Of one "_ knows — 1 loves her . I » cl 
Lyc. Unba 1; auguſt, unhappy 48 (+ 
on! why happy Queea ju rope this fot hana \ 2 Bn 
Why fir oy ale, Nicander's Arms, 1 | 2 6d 
To bring worſe Ruin on us by bis Loved oc 7 os 
Phed, His Love indeed ; for that —— Hour, * 4 
In which the Prieſts join d Theſus's Hand: eo mine, 55 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my danled Eyes. 
Gods ! how I ook! What boiling Heat inflam d 1000 
My panting Breaſt! how from the Touch of 1 
My Hand dropt, and all the idle Pomp, - - . 
Prieſts, 4 Victims ſwam. hefore my Siga ht 1 
The God of Love, 2 n the whole yer: poſſeſt — * 
c. At once, at firſt poſſeſt vou! : 
V Phed. Yes, at firſt, d eg of 
That fatal Ev'ning we purſu'd. the Chace, 
When from behind the; Wood with ruſtling Sound | 
A monſtrous Boar ruſht forth; his baleful, -—m 20 = * 
Shot glaring Fire, and his Ni pointed Briſtles * 1 
Roſe high upon his Back; at Me he made.. 
Whenin his Tuſks, and churning hideous Foam: 
en Hippolitus flew in to aid me 5601 63 . 
2 all himſelf and riſing to the Blow, 
He launch'd the whiſtling Spear; the well-aim'd Joris; 
Pierc'd his tough Hide, and quiyer'd in his Heart: 
The Monſter fell, and goaſhing with huge Tuſks, donor ll 
Plow'd up the crimſon. Earth. But then Hippilitas! . 
Gods! how he mov'd and look'd, when he begebe, 
When hot and panting from the Gage Conquell, -: 
Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely,” BE a 3 1222 
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Checks with purple Beauties plow'd;. 
is lo vely ſparkling Eyes ＋ martial Fires, 
Oh watt Form! Oh Extaſy and Tranſport !' 


My Breath grew ſhort, my beating Heart ſprung upward, 


And leap'd and bounded in my heaving Boſom. 

Alas, I'm pleas'd, the horrid Story charms me. 
No more That Night with Fear and Love I fick'n 'd. 
Oft I receivꝰ d his fatal charming V iſits; 25 
Then wou'd he talk with ſuch an heav'nly Grace, 
Look with ſuch dear Compaſſion on my Pains, | 


That I cou'd wiſh to be ſo ſick for ever. 


My Ears, my greedy Eyes, my thirſty Soul, 
Drank gorging in the dear delicious Poiſon, 


Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious Love: 
And ſhall I drag an execrable Life? 


And ſhall I hoard up Guilt, feels Veigaincs 7. | 


Lyc. No; labour, ſtrive, ſubdue that Guilt and live. 
Pbæd. Did I not labour, ſtrive, all-ſeeing Pow' 61 
Did I not weep and pray, implore your Aid? 


- Burnt Clouds of Incenſe on your loaded Altars? 


Oh! I call'd Heav'n and Earth to my Aſſiſtance, 
All the ambitious Thirſt of Fame and Empire, 
And all the honeſt Pride of conſcious Virtue: 

I firoggl'd, rav'd; the new Ny Nauen reign'd + 
Almighty in its Birth. 4 


To gain his Love? 
| Phed. Avert fach Crimes, ye Pow'rs! 
No, to 1500 his Love I ſought his Hatred ; | 


I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from my 


I ſent him, drove him from my longing Sight: 
In vain I drove him, for his 'Tyrant Form 
Reign'd in my Heart, and dwelt before my Eyes ; 


If to the Gods I pray'd, the very Vows 


I made to Hea vn were by my erring Tongue 
Spoke to Hrppolitus. If I try'd to fleep, 
Straight to my drowſy Eyes my reſtleſs Fancy 


Brought back his fatal Form, and curſt my — * ' 


Lyc. Firſt let me try to melt him into Love. 
Pbad. No; did his hapleſs Paſſion equil mine, 
I wou'd refuſe the Bliſs I moſt deſir d, 
Conſult my Fame and ſacrifice my Life. 
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Yes, 
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Yes, I wou'd die, Heaven knows, this very Moment. 
Rather than wrong my Lord, my Huſband Theſexs.: © - 74A) 


Lyc. Perhaps that Lord, that Huſband is no more 
He went from Crete in haſte, his Army thin, | 314-444 46 


To meet the numerous Troops of, fierce Meheians; T7? We 
Yet tho' he lives ane aint - 24) 
Think on your 963 hin 0971 


Fb Alas; tat hocks me, pal vil 
O let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch | & wi: tak 
A haſty Farewel, a laſt dying Kiſs. - WOE 

Yet ſtay, bis She will bee ju nens, i tel hrt 
Bot oh! T bay with ylang Bob | | 


3 T ö 0 nian. * ie 4 9 AN 
nnn a | * | a7 nn Ti 
Y Enter lie. a2 wo i art 7 + 
Gas 211 © - 
Me. Madam, I en e iz! ls ben "4 
What you muſt know: Your. Royal Huſband's _ | br 
Phod Dead! Oh ye Pow'rs! þ k 
Lyc. O formate B 1 
Then Earth-born Lycon may aſcend the Throde, - „ 3i4 
Leave to his happy Son the Crown of Ju 
And be ador'd like him. [4fae. 1 Mourn, mourn, ye Crean | 
Since he is dead whoſe Valour ſav'd your Iſle, 


Whoſe prudent Care * flowing Plenty crown'd 

His peaceful Subjects; as your tow ring as 
With ſpreading Oaks, and with ayers; Strqams, £2 ta! 
Shades apfl guriches all the Flapsrberaw... Fn 


Say, how he oy U. * 

M. He ay as Tow eb. 
In Battle dy'd ; Philotas, now. a Priſoner, - , A 
That ruſhing on fought next. his Royal Perſon, | A'S 
That ſaw his thund'ring Arm beat Wen 3 
Saw the great Rival of Alcides fall!. 
Theſe Eyes beheld his well- known Steed, beheld 
A proud Barbarian glitt ring in his Arms, us N 
Eneunber d with the Spail. 920 5 of 

Phed. Is he then dead? . h 

Is my much i injur r'd Lord, my Theſeus, dead? 
And don't I ſhed one Tear upon his Urn? 


| A 


What! 
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What! not a Sigh, a Groan, a ſoft Complaint Þ | 
Ah! theſe are Tributes due from pious Brides, 
From a chaſte Matron, and a virtuous Wife: BY 
But ö Love, the Tyrant of my Heart. 
my Sorrow, and ufurps my Grief. - 

Lyc. Diſmiſs that Grief, "and | « Looſe to Joy: 
He's dead, — ne 0 is is dead. 
Live then, my Queen, forget the wrinkled Ne WL 
And take the youthful Hero to your Arms. 5 

Phed, I dare not now admit of ſuch a Tho ht, 
And bleſs'd be Heav'n that ſteel'd my fwbborn Fleart, 
That made me ſhun the bridal Bed of Theſes, 

And give him Empire, but refuſe him Love. 

He. Then may his happier Son be bleſs'd with 
Then rouze your Soul, and muſter all — 
Sooth his ambitious Mind with Thirſt of Empire, 
And all his tender Thoughts with ſoft Allurements. 

 Phed. But ſnou'd the Youth refuſe my proffer d Love! 
O ſhou'd he throw me from his loathing Arms! 
I fear the Trial; for I know Hippolitus 
Fierce in the Right, and obſtinately Good: 
When round beſet, his Virtue,” like a Flood, 
Breaks: with refiſtleſs Force the oppoſing Dams, | 
Arid bears the Mounds along ; they're burry'd on, 
And ſwell the Torrent they were mis d to ſtop. 

J dare pot yet reſolve, I'lf try to lire. 
And to)the awfab Gods I'll leave the reſt. | 

Lyci Ma 
What pedient for your Royal Service 

Phed. Tall — . with it take the Fate of Phedra : 
| And thou, enus, a 1 5 
That owns thy Triump Jas thy Pow'r: 

O ſpare thy Captives, — ſubdue thy Foes. „ 
On this cold Scythian let thy Pow'r be known, 8 
And in a Lover's Cauſe aſſert thy own, 

Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy Shrinez 

This Nurſe of Jove with grateful Fires ſhall ſhine, * 

And with thy err lll worſhip thine... 


[Exit Phd. at. 
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And if ſhe lives, 1' work ber raging Mid. 
A Woman ſcorn'd with. Eaſe 115 work to — 4 
With humble, — wiſe, obſt equious Arts 


I' rule the Whirl . 

enn. 
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Me ef. AD the Prices Hippalitu attends. 1 
M Dal Admit him; Where, where Phat 5 

now thy Soul? 

What——Shall I ſpeak? And ſhall my guilty Toogue 

Let this inſulting Victor know his Pow'r ? 

Or ſhall I ſtill confine within my Breaſt 
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My reſtleſs Paſſions and devouring Flames? 
But ſee he comes, the lovely Tyrant comes. 
He ruſhes e like a Blaze of Light. 
I cannot bear the Tranſport of his Preſence, gifs 201 
But fink oppreſs'd with Woe. | [Swworns, 
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What have 1 as 0 gi ſuch firky Aces 
What have I done to ſhake her king Nature 

| With my Approach, and kill her with x} Sight? | 

Y Lye. Alas, another Grief devours her Soul, 

k \ And only your Aſſiſtance can relieve her. 


| 525 But promiſe firſt, my Lord, to keep 
Hip. Promiſe ? I ſwear, on this good Sword I ſwear, 
[| + This Sword, which firſt gain'd youthful The/eus Honour! 
Wich ofc has puniſh'd Perjury and Falſhood; 
By thund'ring Yve, by Grecian Hercules, 

By the majeſtick Form of godlike Heroes, 

That ſhine around, and conſecrate the Steel ; 3 

No Racks, op Shame ſhall ever force it from me; 

Phed. Hippolitus. | 
Hip. Ves, tis that Wretch who begs you to diſmiſs 


it ſecret. 


Phad. Oh, Hippolitus ! 
Ion I've wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly wrong'd you; 
Drove you from Court, from Crete, and from your Father; 
The Court, all Crete, deplor'd their ering _ 5 
And I (the ſad Occaſion) moſt of all. 3 
Yet could you know relenting Phadra's Soul, 118 
Oh could you think with what reluctant Grief 
I wrong d the Hero, whom I wiſh'd to cheriſh! i 
Oh ] you'd confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 30> 
And own thoſe Ills did moſt deſerve your Pity, 
„ enn | | $2 
Hip. My Hate to Phadra 7 
| Hat could I hate the Royal Spouſe of Theſeas, oor 
My Queen, my Mother ? 
P')bæd Why your Queen and Mother? 
More humble Ties ſuit my loſt Condition. 
Alas! the Iron Hand of Death is on me, 4 
And I have only Time t' implore your Pardon, 
Ah! would = Lord forget 1 injurious * 


3 


Hip. Hah! make it known, ET Sar find oi a; 2 
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This ted Object from your Eyes for ever. e ..% 
Begs leave to march againſt the Foes of Theſes Ws 41:1 
And to revenge or ſhare his Father's Fate, | N 
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And with Compaſſion view her helpleſs Orphan ! 
Would he receive him to his dear Protection, 
Defend his Youth from all encroaching Foes ! 

Hip. Oh, I'll defend him! with my Life defend him 
Heav'ns dart your Judgments on this faithleſs Head, 
If I don't pay him all a Slave's Obedience, 

And all a Father's Love. 

. Phed. A Father's Love! 
Oh doubtful Sounds! oh vain deceitful Hopes ! 
My Grief's much eas'd by this tranſcending Goodneſs. 
And T he/eus' Death fits lighter on my Soul: 
Death! He's not dead! he lives, he breathes, he ſpeaks, 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my Eyes, 


I ſee him, ek to him. My Heart! I rave, 
And all my Folly's known. 


Hip. Oh! glorious Folly! 
See The/eus, ſee, how much your Phedra lov'd you. 
Phæd. Love him, indeed! dote, languiſh, die for him; 
Forſake my Food, my Sleep, all Joys for Theſeus, 
(But not that Hoary venerable Theſeus, 


— 


Glow'd in his lovely Cheeks ; when his Bright Eyes 
Sparkled with youthful Fires; when ev'ry Grace 
Shone in the Father, which now crowns the Son ; 
When The/cus was Hippolitus. 


Hip. Ha Amazement firikes me, 
Where will this end? 


| 52 Isꝰ't difficult to ena | 
Does not her flying Paleneſs that but now 
Sat cold and languid in her fading Cheek, 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary Luſtre,) 
Does not her beating Heart, her trembling Limbs, 
Her wiſhing Looks, her Speech, her preſent Silence, 
All, all proclaim Imperial Para loves you. 
Hip. What do I hear > What, does no Lightning flaſh, 
No Thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous Crimes 
Are own'd, avow'd, confeſt ? All-ſeeing Sun ! 
Hide, hide in ſhameful Night, thy beamy Head, 
And ceaſe to view the Horrors of thy Race. 
Alas! I ſhare th' amazing Guilt; theſe Eyes, 
That firſt inſpir'd the black inceſtuous Flame, 


Theſe Ears, that heard the = of impious Love, 


But Theſeus, as he was, when mantling Blood, / 
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Are all accurſt, and all deſerve your Thunder. 
Phed. Alas, my Lord ! Believe me not ſo vile. 
No: By thy Goddeſs, by the chaſte Diana, 
None but my firſt, my much-lov'd Lord Arſamnes, 
Was er receiv'd in theſe unhappy Arms. | 
No! For the Love of thee, of thoſe dear Charms, 
Which now I ſee are doom'd to be my Ruin, 

I ftill deny'd my Lord, my Huſband Theſeus, | 
The chaſte, the modeſt Joys of ſpotleſs Marriage; 
That drove him hence to War, to ſtormy Seas, i 
To Rocks and Waves leſs cruel than his Phædra. 


Hip. If that drove Theſeus hence, then that kill'd 7 22 | 


And cruel Phædra kill'd her Huſband Theſeus. 
Pheg. Forbear, raſh Youth, nor dare to rouſe my Ven- 
geance; | 
| You need not urge, nor tempt my feeling Rage 
With black Reproaches, Scorn and Provocation, 
To do a Deed my Reaſon would abhor. 
Long has the Secret ſtruggled in my Breaſt, 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur'd Boſom ; 
But now 'tis out. Shame, Rage, Confuſion, tear 
And drive me on to act unheard of Crimes, 
To murther thee, myſelf, and all chat know it. 
As when Convulſions cleave the lab'ring Earth, 
Before the diſmal Yawn appears, the Ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding Houſes craſh ; 
He's ſafe, who from the dreadful Warning flies, 
But he that ſees its opening Boſom dies. [Exit. 
Hip. Then let me take the Warning and retire ; 
I'd rather truſt the rough Jonian Waves, 
Than Woman's fiercer Rage. 
[Iſmena eu, herſelf, I: ue. 
Lyc. Alas! my Lord, 
You * not leave the Queen to her Deſpair. 
Hip. Muſt not? From thee? From that vile upſtart Lycos. 
Lyc. Ves: From that Lycon who derives his Greatneſs 
Nom Phædra's Race, and now would guard her Life. 
Then, Sir, forbear, and view this Royal Signet, | 
And in her faithful Slave obey the Queen. 
[E ner Guar dar. 


Guards, watch the N baza ü that awful Diſtance, 


| | With | 
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With that Reſpect, it may not ſeem Confinement, 
But only meant for Honour. | 
» Hip. So, Confinement is 
The Honour Crete beſtows on The/eus* Son. 
Am I confin'd? And is't ſo ſoon forgot, 3 
When fierce Procru/tes” Arms o'er-ran your Kingdom ? 
When your Streets echo'd with the Cries of Orphans, 
Your ſhrieking Maids clung round the hallow'd Shrines, 
When all your Palaces and lofty Towers | 
Smoak'd on the Earth, when the red Sky around 
Glow'd with your City's Flames (a dreadful Luſtre) : 
Then, then my Father flew to your Afliſtance ; 
Then Theſeus ſav'd you Lives, Eſtates and Honours, | 
And do you thus reward the Hero's Toil? _ 
And do you now confine the Hero's Son? 
Lyc. Take not an eaſy ſhort Confinement ill, 
Which your own Safety and the Queen's requires; 
But fear not ought from one that joys to ſerve you. 
Hip. O, I diſdain thee, Traitor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of Services from Lycon. | 
Thy very Looks are Lies, eternal Falſhood 
Smiles in thy Lips and flatters inthy Eyes; 
Ev'n in thy humble Face I read my Ruin, 
In ev'ry cringing Bow and fawning Smile: | 
Why elſe d' you whiſper out your dark Suſpicions ? 
Why with malignant Elogies increaſe 
The Peoples Fears, and praiſe me to my Ruin ? 
Why thro' the troubl'd Streets of frighted Gngſſus 
Do Bucklers, Helms and poliſh'd Armour blaze? 
Why ſounds the dreadful Din of inſtant War ? 
| Whilſt Rill the Foe's unknown. 
H Zy. Then quit thy Arts. 
71 Put off the Stateſman and reſume the Judge. [Aides 
Thou Proteus, ſhift thy various Forms no more, . 
"7 But boldly own the God. That Foe's too near. 
| 7 [To Hip. ö 
The Queen's Diſeaſe, and your aſpiring Mind, 
Diſturb all Crete, and give a Looſe to War. 
Hip. Gods! Dares he ſpeak thus to a Monatch's Son? 
2 And muſt this Earth born Slave command in Crete? 
Was it far this my godlike Father fought ? 
Did Theſzus bleed for Lycon? O ye Cretans, 
5 "— "WF YG 
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See there your King, the Succeſſor of Mines, 2 
And Heir of Jove. 
Lyc. You may as well provoke 

That Fove you worſhip, as this Slave you ſcorn. 
Go ſeize Almæon, Nicias, and all 
The black Abettors of his impious Treaſon: 
Now o'er thy Head th' avenging Thi nf rolls; 
For know on me depends thy inſtant 
Then learn (proud Prince) to bends h ey Soul, 
And if thou think'ſt of Life, obey the Queen. 

Hip. Then free from Fear or Guilt I'll wait my Doom : : 
What e'er's my Fault, no ſtain ſhall blot my Glory. 


T'll guard my Honour, you diſpoſe my Life ; 


[Ex. Lyc. and Crat. 
Since he dares brave my Rage, the Danger's near. 


The timorous Hounds that hunt the generous Lyon 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit ; 
But when he ſtruggles in th' entangling Toils, 
| Inſult the dying Prey. — Tis kindly done, Jena, 


[Iſm. Enters. - 
With all your Charms to viſit my Diſtreſ; 2 
Soften my Chains, and make Confinement eaſy. 
Is it then giv'n me to behold thy Beauties! 


Thoſe bluſhing Sweets, thoſe lovely loving Eyes ! 


To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating Heart, 8 
And grow thug to my Love! What's Liberty to this ? 
What's Fame or Greatneſs ? Take 'em, take em, Pheara, 
Freedom and Fame, and in the dear Confinement 


Encloſe me thus for ever. 


Lian. O Hippolitus! 
O I could ever dwell in this Confinement ! 
Nor wiſh for ought while I behold my Lord ; 
But yet that With, that only Wiſh is vain, 
When my hard Fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your Godlike Soul a wretched Maid : 
Take to your Arms laſſiſt me Heaven to ſpeak it) 
Take to your Arms Imperial Phedra, 


„And think of me no more. 


| Hip. Not think of thee? 
What! Part, for ever Part? Unkind Jnena: 


Oh l can you think that Death is half fo dreadful, 


As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 7 
_ day, 


Vet would you hear me; cou d your lov'd Hnena 
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Say, ſhould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Pedra, 
Say, could'ſt thou bear it? Could thy tender Soul 
Endure the Torment of deſpairing Love, 
And ſee me ſettled in a Rival's Arms? 

1/m. Think not of me: Perhaps my equal Mind 
May learn to bear the Fate the Gods allot me. 


With all her Charms o'er-rule your ſullen Honour, 
You yet might live, nor leave the poor 1ſmena, 
Hip. Speak, if 1 can, I'm ready to obey. 
1/m. Give the Queen Hopes. 
Hip, No more My Soul diſdains it. 
No, ſhould I try, my haughty Soul would ſwell; 
Sharpen each Word, and threaten in my Eyes. 
O ! ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, to lye, forſwear ? 
Deſerve the Ruin which I ſtrive to ſhun ? 
1/m. O, I can't bear this cold contempt of Death ! 
This rigid Virtue, that prefers your Glory 
To Liberty or Life. O cruel Man! ; 
By theſe ſad Sighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes, - 
By that dear Love that makes us now unhappy, | 
By the near Danger of that precious I | 
Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 
What! Not yet mov'd ? Are you reſoly'd on Death? ? 
Then, e'er tis Night I ſwear by all the Pow'rs 
This Steel ſhall end my Fears and Life together. 
Hip. You ſhan't be truſted with a Life ſo precious. 
No, to the Court I'll publiſh your Deſign, 
Ev'n bloody Lycon will prevent your Fate; 
Lycon ſhall wrench the Dagger from your Boſom, 
And raving Phedra will or; Iſmena.. 
I/m. Pheara! Come on, I'll lead you on to Pheira ; 3 
I'll tell her all the Secrets of our Love, 
Give to her Rage her cloſe deſtructive Rival; 
Her Rival ſure will fall, her Love may ſave you. 
Come ſee me labour in the Pangs of Death, 
My agonizing Limbs, my dying Eyes, 
Dying, yet fixt in Death on my Heppolitus. | 
Hip. What's your Deſign? Ye Pow'rs! What means 
my Love? | 
Iſin. She means to lead you in the Road of Fate; 
She means to die with one ſhe can't preſerve, | 
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Yet when'you ſee me pale upon the Earth, 
This once-lov'd Form grown horrible in Death, 
Sure your relenting Soul would wiſh you'd ſav'd me. i 

Hip. Oh! I'll do all, do any thing to fave you, 
- Give up my Fame and all my darling Honour : \ 

I'Il ran, I'll fly; what you'll command I'll ſay, 

Vin. Say, what Occafion, Chance, or Heav'n inſpires ; 
Say, that you love her, that you lov'd her long ; 
Say, that you'll wed her, ſay that you'll comply : 
Say, to preſerve your Life, ſay any thing. 9 5 
Bleſs him, ye Pow'rs! And if it be a Crime, [Exit Hip 
Oh! if the pious Fraud offend your Juſtice, | = 
i Aim all your Vengeance on 1/mema's Head ; 
| Puniſh Inena, but forgive Hippolitus. | 
He's gone, and now my brave Reſolves are ſtagger'd, 
Now I repent, like ſome deſpairing Wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightful Deep, | 
Then paats, and ſtruggles with the whirling Waves ; 
1 And catches every ſlender Reed to fave him. ; 
4 Cho But ſhould he do what your Commands enjoin'd him, 
WW Say, ſhould he wed her ? - 
1 | i 1/m. Should he wed the Queen ? 
If - Oh! I'd remember that *twas my Requeſt, 
4 And die well pleas'd I made the Hero happy. 
3 Cho. Die! Does Iſmena then reſolve to die? 

= Im. Can I then live? Can I, who lov'd ſo well 
| To part with all my Bliſs to ſave my Lover? 
Al Oh! can I drag a wretched Life without ham, 
l And ſee another revel in his Arms? | 
Oh! 'tis in Death alone I can have Comfort ? 


—— 


Enter Lycon. 


7 Lye. What a Reverſe is this? Perfidious Boy, 
'8 Is this thy Trath? Is this thy boaſted Honour? 
| Then all are Rogues alike: I never thought 
But one Man honeſt, and that one deceives me. T4/ide. 
dhmena here! ———— | i | 
Ts all agreed, and now the Prince is ſafe _ 
From the ſure Vengeance of deſpairing Love. 

Now Jbædra's Rage is chang'd to ſoft Endearments, © 
m5 : | 2 
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Then ſmiling turn'd to me, and bid me order 


Fun. Then 1 Il retire, and not diſturb their Joys, 
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She doats, ſhe dies; and few, but tedious Days, 
With endleſs Joys will crown the happy Pair. 
1/m. Does he then wed the Queen ? 

Lye. At leaſt I think ſo. 
I, when the Prince approach'd, not far retir d 
Pale with my Doubts : He ſpoke 5/ th' attentive Queer? 
Dwelt on his Accents, and her gloomy Eyes | 
Sparkled with gentler Fires: He blaſhing bow'd, 
She, trembling loſt in Love, with ſoſt Confuſion 
Receiv'd his Paſſion and return'd her own : 


The pompous Rites of her enſuing Nuptials, ANT. 
Which I muſt now purſue, Farewel, — an. 


Cho, Stay and learn more. | 
im. Ah! wherefore ſhould I ſtay ? 
What! Shall I ſtay to rave, t\upbraid, to hold him ? 


To ſnatch the firuggling Charmer from her Arms? 
For could you think That open gen'rous Youth 
Could with feign'd Love deceive a je: Woman ? 


Could he ſo ſoon grow in di ing ? 

Ah! Without doubt his Thoughts inſpir d his Tongue, 
And all his Soul receiv'd a real Love. 

Perhaps new Graces darted from her Eyes, 


In. Not yet decided | Did not 
How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and look d, and 
How the ſoft Paſſion la d in his Eyes? 
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Ves, yes, he loves, he on Pheadrd's 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting Breaſt, 
"Now he devours her with his eager Eyes, 
Now graſps her Hands, and now he looks, and v. 
The dear falſe Things that Charm'd the poor Jmena, 
He comes: Be ſtill, my Heart, the Tyrant comes, 4 4 
Charming tho falſe, and lovely in his Guilt. 7 A 
on ach e ο 2 le! 4 
B 4 Emer Þ 
q 
| 4 


4 
3 


* 


20 PruzDRA ond HippoLITUs. 
þ | | | | 
\ Tau Hippolitus. 


Hip. Why hangs that cloudy Sorrow on your Brow ? 

Why 30 you 1 figh? Why flow your Swelling Eyes, 

bo + hoſe Eyes that us d with Joy to view Hippolitus. 

In. My Lord, my Soul is charm'd with your ſucceſs ; 
You know, my Lord, my Fears are but for you, 
For your dear Life; and fince my Death alone } 
Can make you ſafe, That ſoon ſhall make you happy, 
Yet had you brought leſs Love to Phedra's Arms, 

My Soul had parted with a leſs Regret, 

Bleſt if forviving i in your dear Remembrance. | 

Hip. Your Death! My Love! My Marriage ! And & to 

Phaara! x 
Hear-me, 1/mena. 

In. No, I dare not hear you. 

But tho you've been thus cruelly unkind, 
Tho' you have left me for the Royal Phedra, 
Yet ſtill my Soul o'er-runs with Fondneſs twards ee 
Vet ſtill I die withoy to ſave Hippalitus. 
Hip. Die to ſave me! Could I outlive ena? 

1m. Yes, you'd outlive her in your Phedra's n 
And may you there find ev'ry blooming Pleaſure; 

Ob, may the Gods ſhow's Bleſſings on thy Head! 
May the Gods crown thy glorious Arms with Conqueſt, 
And all thy peaceful Days with ſure Repoſe! 
Mayft thou be bleſt with lovely Predra's Charms, 
And for thy Eaſe forget the loſt _ Ren 
Fare wel FORO 3 
p. I/mena tay, 
Stay, hear me W or by th' infernal Powers 
Pl not ſurvive the Minute you depart. 
Im. What would you ſay? Ah! don't deceive 7 
Weakneſs. 

Hip. Deceive thee! Why, Jſnena, do you wrong me ** 
Why doubt my Faith? O lovely, cruel Maid! 
Why wound my tender Soul with harſh Suſpicion ! 
Oh! by thoſe charming Eyes, by thy dear Love, 
I neither thought nor ſpoke, deſign d nor * 
To C or wed the Queen. 


\ 


4 


But ſtill deceiv'd her to obey ena. 


For ſtill that Fear, that Jealouſy was Love. 


Some kind Remembrance of your conſtant Love; 
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Vn. Speak on, my Lord, 

My honeſt Soul inclines me to believe thee; | 
And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd thee. 

Hip. Then thus. I came and _ ſcarce of 

Love; 1 

The eaſy Queen receiv'd my faint Addreſs 
With eager Hope and unſuſpicious Faith. 
Lycon with ſeeming Joy diſmiſs'd my Guards, 
My gen'rous Soul diſdain'd the mean Deceit, 


I/m. Art thou then true? Thou art. Oh pardon me, 
Pardon the Errors of a filly Maid, 
Wild with her Fears, and mad with Jealouſy ; 


Haſte then, my Lord, and ſave yourſelf by Flight; 
And when you're abſent, when your Godlike Form 
Shall ceaſe to chear forlorn Iſena's Eyes, 

Then let each Day, each Hour, each Minute bring 


Speak of your Health, your Fortune, and your Friends, 
(For ſure thoſe F riends ſhall have my tender'ſt Wiſhes) _ 
Speak much of all ; but of thy dear, dear Love, 
Speak much,, ſpeak very much, but ſtill ſpeak on 

Hip. Oh! thy dear Love ſhall ever be my Theme, 
Of that alone I'll talk the live long Day; 
But thus I'll talk, thus dwelling in thy Eyes, 
Taſting the Odours of thy fragrant Boſom. 
Come then to crown me with immortal Joys, 
Come, be the kind Companion of my Flight, 
Come haſte with me to leave this fatal Shore, 
The Bark before prepar'd for my Departure 
Expects its Freight, a hundred luſty Rowers 
Have wav'd their finewy Arms, and call'd Hivnolitas 3 1 
The l6oſen'd Canvas trembles with the Wind, 
And the Sea whitens with auſpicious Gales. 

 1/m. Fly then, my Lord, and may the Gods pod thee ; 
Fly, e'er inſidious Lycan work thy Ruin; | 
Fly, e'er my Fondneſs talk thy Life away: 
Fly from the Queen. 
Hip. But not from my daun 
Why do you force me from your heav'nly Sight, 
With thoſe dear Arms 5 ought to claſp me to thee? | 6 

4 * 
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Inn. Oh I could rave for ever at my Fate 

And with alternate Love and Fear poſſeſs d, | 

. Now 2 thee from my Arms, now ſnatch thee t my 

5 reaſt, 

And tremble till you go, but die till you return. 

Nay, I could go. Ye Gods, if I ſhould go, 

What would Fame ſay ? If I ſhould fly alone 

With a young lovely Prince that charm'd my Soul? 
Hip. Say you did well to fly a certain Ruin, 

To fly the Fury of a Queen incens'd, 

To erown with endleſs Joys the Youth that loy'd you. 

O!] by the Joys our mutual Loves have brought, 

By the bleſt Hours I've languiſh'd at your Feet, 

By all the Love you ever bore Hippolitus, | 

Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. 

Vn. Hide me, ye Pow'rs ; I never ſhall 2115 

Hig Will you refuſe me ? Can I leave behind me 
All that inſpires my Soul, and chears my Eyes? 

* you not go? Then here I'll wait my Doom. 

me, raving Phædra, bloody Lycon come 
I offer to your Rage this 11 Life, 

Since tis no longer my 1/mena's Care. 

In. O! haſte away, my Lord, I go, I fly | 
Thro' all the Dangers of the boiſt'rous Deep. oo 
When the Wind whiſtles thro' the crackling Maſts, - 
When thro? the yawning Ship the foaming Sea 
Rowls bubbling'in ; then, then I'll claſp thee faſt, - 
And in tranſporting Love forget my Fear, 

Oh! I will wander thro' the Scy/hzan Glogm, 

Oier Ice, and Hills of everlaſting Snow; 
There when the horrid Darkneſs encloſe us 
When the bleak Wind ſhall chill my ſhiv'ring Limbs, 
Thou 5 alone ſupply the diſtant Sun, | 
And chear my gazing Eyes, and warm my Heart. 

*— Bd; Come, let's away, _ Wm" _— | 
I bear my beauteous\Congueſt thro the Seas: 
3 7 — Prize 
I han he from Co/chos bore. Sleep, fleep in Peace, 
Ve Monſters of the Woods, on /da's top 

Securely roam; no more my early Horn 
Shall wake the lazy Day. Tranſporting Love 
:  Reigns in my Heart, and makes me all its own. 


8. 


Reſtor'd to Crete, and to herſelf, ſne lives; a | 
Joy with freſh Strength inſpires her drooping Limbs, ' A 
Revives her Charms, and o'er her faded Cheeks x 
Spreads a freſh roſy Bloom, as kindly ſprings A 
Wich genial Heat renew the frozen Earth, a 
And paint its ſmiling Face with gawdy F low!rs. $ 


How her Eyes ſparkle! How their radiant bn 
Confeſs their ſhining Anceſtor the Sun 


And give the Pains you ſuffer'd: Nay, Hippolitus 
The fierce, the brave, th' inſenſible Hippolitus © © 


Yet when you name the Fn t klarry 8 pleaſing; 
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* SHES yielded wp ber C 4 
The bleft Adonis languiſb d in her Arms; © 1 b 
His idle Horn on fragrant Myriles bung. 1 1 1 
His Arrows ſcatter d, and his Bow unſtrung : + 
Obſcure in Coverts lie his dreaming Hounds, 1324 
And Bay the fancy'd Boar with feeble — word 
For nobler Sports he quits the ſavage Rad, M lon 
Had all the Here to the Lover yields, © ib 


The End of the Srcoub Aer. 


A © T. III. i 
Enter Lycon. þ 
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Lye. U n is at laſt appeas'd : The pi ying Gods 
Have heard our Wiſhes, and auſpicious Jeve 
Smiles on his native Iſle; for Phedra lives, 


But fee ſhe 1 the beauteeu; Phadra comes. 


2 Phædra. 


Your Charms to Day will wound deſpairing Crowds, | ''s 


Shall pay a willing Homage to your Beauty, 
And in his turn ado 


re * 
Phæd. Tiĩ Flatt'ry 


1 
4 Ye | 
| 4 

| | 

3 | 5 


24 P DRA and H IPPOLITUS, 
. You wiſh it ſo, poor good old Man, you wiſh i it, 
The fertile Province of Qabnia's thine ; 
Is there ought elſe ? Has happy Phedra ought, 
In the wide Circle of her far ſtretch'd Empire? 
Aſk, take, my Friend, ſecure of no Repulſe. 
Let ſpacious Crete thro' all her hundred Cities 
Reſound her Pbædra i Joy. Let Altars ſmoak, 
And richeſt Gums, Spice, and Incenſe roll 
Their fragrant Wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heav'n, 
Which gives Hippolitus to Phedra's Arms. 
Set All at large, and bid the Joathſom Dungeons 
Give up the meagre Slaves that pine in Darkneſs, 
And waſte in Grief, as did deſpairing Pedra: 
Let them be chear'd, let the ſtarv'd Priſoners riot, 
And glow with gen'rous Wine. Let Sorrow ceaſe. 
Let none be wretched, none, ſince Phædra's happy. 
But now_he comes, and with an equal Paſſion , 
| Rewards r my u and ſprings i into my Arms! 


E nter Me Weber. 


Say, where's the Pricce = 


Me. He's no where to be found, 
Phed. Perhaps he hunts. 
Me. He hunted not to Day. 
Pbed Ha E Have you ſearch'd the Walks, the Courts, 
the Temples ? 
MzJ. Search'd all in vain. 
| Phed. Did he not bunt to | Day ? 
Alas ! you told me onde before he did dot: 
My Heart miſgives me. 
_Lyc. So indeed doth mine.” 
Phed. Cou'd he deceive me? Cou'd that Godlike 
2 
Deſign the Ruin of a Queen that loves him? 
Oh! he's all Truth, his Words, his Looks, his Eyes 
Open to view his inmoſt Thoughts. He comes ! 
Hal Who art thou? Whence com'ſt thou? Where Hip- 
polit uss 
Me. Madam, r, with fair Ns 
Drove t ward N20 Port. 


ST © 4 | Phad, 
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4 Phed. With fair J/mena ! 
Curs'd be her cruel Beauty, curſt her Charms, 
Curſt all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe Endearments. 
That heav'nly Virgin, that exalted Goodneſs 
Cou'd ſee me tortur'd with deſpairing Love, 
With artful Tears cou}d mourn my monſtrous a 
While her baſe Malice plotted my Deſtruction. . 

Lyc. A thouſand Reaſons crowd upon my Soul, 
That evidence their Love. 

78 Phed. Ves, yes, they love; 

Why elſe ſhould he refuſe my vroffer'd Bed? 
: end 2 one warm'd with Youth, and Thirſt of 


Diſdain . à Form, — 
Lyc. Where, Lycon, where was then ah boaſted ca 
ning ? 
Dull, thoughtleſs Wretch ! - 
Phed. O Pains unfelt before ! 
The Grief, Deſpair, the Agonies, and Pangs, 
All the wild Fury of diſtracted Love, 
Are nought to this.———Say, famous Politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt Paſſion riſe ? 
Where did they breathe their Sighs? What ſhady Groves? 
What gloomy Woods conceal'd their hidden Loves? 
Alas! They hid it not, the well pleas'd Sun _ 
With all his Beams ſurvey'd their guiltleſs Flame; 
Glad Zephyrs wafted their untainted Sighs, 
And 14a echo'd their endearing Accents. | 
While I, the Shame of Nature, hid in Darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy Air and cheering Light, 
Preſt down my Sighs, and dry'd my falling Tears, 
Searcht a Retreat to mourn, and watcht to grieve, 
Lyc. Now ceaſe that Grief, and let your injur'd Love 
Contrive due Vengeance ; let Majeſtick Pheara, 
That lov'd the Hers, ſacrifice the Villain. 
Then haſte, ſend forth your Miniſters of Vengeance, 
To ſnatch the Traytor from your Rival's Arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful Preſence. 
Pbæd. O rightly thought Diſpatch th' attending 
Guards, 
Bid them bring forth their laſtruments of Death ; 


; Dov, Engines, Flames, * 


And 
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And hurl ſwift Vengeance on the perjur'd Slave. 
Where am I, Gods ? What is't my Rage commands ? 

= n now he's gone? Ev'n now the well tim'd Oats 
ith ſounding Stroaks divide the ſparkling Waves, 
And happy Gales aſſiſt their ſpeedy F ieh . 
Now they embrace, and ardent Love enflames 
Their fluſhiflg Obeeks, and trembles in thgir Eyes, 
Now they my Weakneſs and my Crimes: 
_—_— the ſporting Crowd they tell my. Follies. 


Enter Cratander. "tn 


O. Sir, as I went to ſeize the Perſons order d 
I met the Prince, and with him fair nena; 
I ſeiz'd the Prince, who now attends without. 
Phed. — ve . 
Be quick and ſeize Jimena, 511 


Euter Hippolitus. 


Phed. Cou'dft thou deceive me ? Cou'd 5 —_ of 
T heſeus 
Stoop to ſo mean, ho ben Viee an Bad! 
Nay, act ſuch monſtrous Perfidy, yet ſtart A 
F rom promis'd Love; 
Hip. My Soul diſdain'd a Promiſe. 

\ Phed. But yet your falſe equivocating Tongue, 
| Your Looks, your Eyes, your ev'ry Motion promis'd. 
' But you are ripe in Frauds, and learn'd in Falſhoods. 
| Leok down, O Theſeus, and behold thy Son, 
As Sciron faithleſs, as Procruftes cruel. 
Behold the Crimes, the Tyrants, all the Monſters, 
From which thy Valour purg'd the groaning Larth : 

hold them all in thy own Son reviv'd. 
Vip. Touch not my Glory, leſt you ſtain your own $ : | 
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Phed. The Godlike Theſeus never was thy Parent. 
No, 2 ſome Monthly Cappadocian Drudge. 
to the Scourge, and beaten to her Arms, 


ä | 
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Begot thee, Traytor, on the chaſte Camilla, + 

Camilla chaſte! An Amazon and chaſte 

That quits her Sex, and yet retains her Virtue. _ 

See the chaſte Matron mount the neighing Steed ; 
In ſtrict Embraces lock. the ſtrugling Warrior, 

And chooſe the Lover in the ſturdy Foe. 


fs 
Enter Myenger, and feems to talk earnefily with Lycon, 


Hip. No; ſhe refus'd the Vows of Godlike Theſent, 
And choſe to ſtand his Arms, not meet his Love ; 
And doubtful was the Fight. The wide Thermodbon 
Heard the huge Stroaks reſound, its frighted Waves 
Convey'd the ratt'ling Din to diſtant Shores, 
Whilſt ſhe alone ſupported all his War: an 
7] Nor till ſhe ſank beneath his thund'ring Arm, 175 
Beneath which, warlike Nations bow d, wou'd yield 
To honeſt wiſht for Love. „ 
Phe4d. Not ſo her Son; 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden Flames, 
On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy Father's Perſon and his Blood ; 
Hated by him, of Kindred yet more hated, 
The laſt of all theewicked * he ruin'd. 
In vain a fierce ſucceſſive Hatred reign'd 5 
Between your Sires: In vain, like Caamus Race, 
With mingl'd Blood they dy'd the bluſhing Earth. 
Hip. In vain indeed, fince now the War is o'er ; 
We, like the Theban Race, agree to Love, 
And by our mutual Flames and future Off ſpring, 
Atone for Slaughter paſt. 
' _Phed. Your future Off-ſpring. 
Heav'ns! What a Medly's this? What dark Con 
Of Blood and Death, of Murder and Relation? N 
What Joy 't had been to old diſabled TH a 
When he ſhould take the Off ſpring in his Arms? 
Ev'n in his Arms to hold an Infant Pallas, 
And be upbraided with his Grandfire's Fate. | | 
Oh barb rous Youth ! OY 4 # 
Lyc. Teo barbarous I fear. _— 
. Perkaps ev'n now his Faction's up in Arms, i 
. Lace FRY Crowds roll onwards tow'rds the Palace, ?} par 


» 
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And rend the City with tumultuous Clamours! 

Perhaps to murder Phædra and her Son, 

And give the Crown to him and his ena: 5 
But I'll prevent it. [Exit Lycon. 


4 N I,ſmena Brought in. f 
706 ” Phad. What! the kind Jſmena \ 
That nurs'd me, watch'd my Sickneſs ! Oh ſhe watch'd me, 
As rav*nous Vultures watch the dying Lion, 
To tear his Heart, and riot in his Blood. 
Hark ! Hark my little Infant cries for Juſtice! 
Oh ! Be appeas'd my Babe, thou ſhalt have Juſtice. 
Now all the Spirits of my Godlike Race 
Enflame my Soul, and urge me on to Vengeance. 
Arſammes, Minos, Jove, th' ging Sun 
Inſpire my. Fury and demand my Juſtice. 
Oh! you ſhall have it; thou, Minos, ſhalt applaud it; 
Yes, thou ſhalt copy it in their Pains below. 
Gods of Revenge ariſe. He comes; He comes! 
And ſhoots himſelf thro” all my kindling Blood. 
J have it here. Now baſe perfidious Wretch, 
Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy Turn. 
Yes, your {ena ſhall appeaſe my Vengeance. 
1/mena dies: And thou her pitzing Lover | 
Doom'd her to Death.—T hou too ſhalt ſee her Mela; 
See her convulſive Pangs, and hear her dying Groans : : 
Go. glut thy Eyes with, thy ador'd 7/mena, 
And laugh at dying Phedra ! 
Hip. Oh Iſmena ! 
"ae Alas ; My tender Soul would ſhrink at Death, 
h | 
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ake with its Fears, and ſink beneath its Pains, 
any Cauſe but this. But now I'm ſteel'd, 

And the near Danger leſſens to my Sight. 
Now, if I live, tis only for Hippo/itus, 

And with an equal Joy 1'll die to ſave him. 
Yes, for his Sake I'll go a willing Shade, / 
And wait his coming in th E/y/ian Fields, / 

And there inquire of each deſcending Ghoſt | 

Of my lov'd Hero's Welfare, Life, and Honour, 

That dear Remembrance will i improve the Bliſs ; 

Add to th Flues Joys and make that Heav'n more happy. 
| Hi. 


w 


. 


To daſh and break me on the Ground for ever ? 
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Hip. Oh heav'nly Virgin! [4f+.] O imperial Fun, 
Let your Rage fall on this devoted Head ; 
But ſpare, oh! ſpare a guiltleſs Virgin's Life : 
Think of her Youth, her Innocence, her Virtue: 
Think, with what warm Compaſſion ſhe bemoan'd you; 
Think, how ſhe ſerv'd and watch'd you in your Sickneſs! 
How ev'ry riſing and deſcending Sun 
Saw kind //mena watching o'er the Queen. 


I I only promis'd, I alonedeceiv'd you; 


And I, and only I, ſhould feel your Juſtice. 

Iim.. Oh ! By thoſe Pow'rs, to whom I ſoon muſt 

anſwer 
For all my Faults, by that bright Arch of Heav'n | 
I now laſt ſee, I wrought him by my Wiles, 
By Tears, by Threats, by ev'ry Female Art, 
Wrought his diſdaining Soul to falſe Compliance. 
The Son of Theſeus could not think of Fraud, 
*T'was Woman all. 
Phed. I ſee twas Woman all. 
And Woman's Fraud ſhou'd meet with Woman's Ven- 
eance. ' 

But - thy Courage, Truth, and Virtue ſhock me : 
A Love ſo warm, ſo firm, ſo like my own. 
Oh ! had the Gods ſo pleas'd; had bounteous Heav'n 
Beſtow'd Hippolitus on Phædra's Arms, ö; 
So had I ſtood the ſhock of angry Fate: 
So had I giv'n my Life with Joy to ſave him. 

Hip. And can you doom her Death? Can Miner 

Daughter 

Condemn the Virtue which her Soul admires? 
Are not you Phæara? Once the Boaſt — Fame, 
Shame of our Sex, and Pattern of your!own. 

Phed. Am I chat Phedra ? No. — Another Soul: 


| * my alter d Frame. Cou'd elſe J/mena | 


Provoke my Hatred, yet deſerve my Love? 


Aid me, ye Gods, ſupport my ſinking Glory, 


Reſtore my Reaſon, and confirm my Virtue. 
Yet, is my Rage unjuſt? Then, why was Phedra 


Reſcu'd for Torment, and preſerv'd for Pain? 


Why did you raiſe me to the height of oy, 
Above the Wreck of Clouds and Storms below, 


Im. 
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Im, Was it not Time to urge him to Compliance? 


At leaſt to feign it, when perfidiows Lycon 


Confin'd his Perſon, and conſpir'd his Death. 
Pbæd. Confin'd and doom'd to Death O cruel 
Lycon ? f. . 
Cou'd 1 have doom d thy Death Cou'd theſe ſad Eyes 
That lov'd thee living e' er behold thee dead ? ; 
Yet thou cou'dſt ſee me die without Concern, 
Rather than ſave a wretched Queen from Ruin. 
Elſe cou'd you chuſe to truſt the warring Winds, 
The ſwelling Waves, the Rocks, the faithleſs Sande, 


And all the raging Monſters of the Deep! 
Oh! Think you ſee me on the naked Shore. 


Think how I ſcream and tear my ſcatter'd Hair; 

Break from th' Embraces of my ſhrieking Maids, 

And harrow on the Sand my bleeding Boſom: - 

Then catch with wide ſtretch'd Arms the empty Billows,. 

And headlong plunge into the gaping Deep. 

Hip. O, diſmal State! My bleeding Heart relents, 

And all my Thoughts diſſolve in tender'ſt Pity. | 
Phzd. If you can pity, O! refuſe not Love; 

But ſtoop to rule in Crete the Seat of Heroes, 


And Nurſery of Gods — 4A hundred Cities 


Court thee for Lord, where the rich buſy Crouds 

Struggle for Paſſage thro the ſpacious Streets; 

Where thouſand Ships o'erſhade the leſſtning Main, 
And tire the lab'ring Wind. The ſuppliant Nations 

Bow to its Enſigns, and with lower'd Sails 

Confeſs the Ocean's Queen, For thee alone 

The Winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt Ocean roll, 

For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian Warriors 

From twanging Eughs ſhall ſend their fatal Shafts, 
Hip. Then let me march their Leader, not their Prince z- 
And at the Head of your renown'd Cydonians, | 
Brandiſh this far fam'd Sword of conqu'ring Theſeus ; 
That I may ſhake th' Egypian Fyrant's Yoke 

From Afa's Neck, and fix it on his own; 

That willing Nations may obey your Laws, 


And your bright Anceſtor the Sun may ſhine 


On nought but Ph2dra's Empire. 
| Phed. Why not thine ? | 
Doſt thou ſo far deteſt my proffer d Bed, c 
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As to refuſe my Crown ?, cruel Youth! 
By all the Pain that wrings my tortur'd Soul ! 
By all the dear deceitful Hopes you gave me, 
O! eaſe, at leaſt once morg delude my Sorrows ; 
For your dear Sake I've loſt my darling Honour ; 
For you, but now I gave my Soul to Death: 
For you I'd quit my Crown, .and ſtoop beneath 
The happy Bondage of an humble Wife. 
With thee I'd climb the ſteepy Ida's Summit, 
And in the ſcorching Heat and chilling Dews, 
O'er Hills, o'er Vales purſue the ſhaggy Lion 
_ ge Danger and of waſting Toil; 
inching Hunger and impatient Thirſt 
Ia all Joys in thee. 
Hip. Why ſtoops the Queen 

To afk, intreat, to ſupplicate and pray, 
To proſtitute her Crown and Sex's Honour, 
To one whoſe humble Thoughts can only riſe 

To be your Slave, not Lord? 
| Phed. And is that all : 

Gods! Does he deign to force an artful Groan ? 
Or call a Tear from his unwilling Eyes. 
Hard as his native Rocks, cold as his Sword, | 
Fierce as the Wolves that howl'd around his Birth ? 
He hates the Tyrant, and the Suppliant ſcorns. 

O Heav'n! O Mins! O imperial Fove/ 
Do ye not bluſh at my —— Weakneſs! 
Hence lazy, mean, ignoble Paſſion fly ; 
Hence from my Soul Tis gone, *tis fled for ever, 
And Hear n inſpires my N with righteous Ven- 

geance. 

Thou ſhale no more deſpiſe my offer'd Love; 
No more Jſmena ſhall upbraid my Weakneſs. 


es Hip. Sword to fab Berfelf. 
Now all ye Kindred Gods look and fee, 
How I'll revenge you, and wylſelf, 


Phedra. 
Enter Lycon, and fratches 


ay the Sword, 


Lyc. Horror on Horror! Theſeus is return'd. | 
Phed. Theſeus: Then what have I to do with Life? 
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May I be ſnatch'd with Winds, by Earth o'erwhelm ok 
Rather than view the Face of injur'd The/cus. 


Now wwider ſtill my growing Horrors ſpread, 
My Fame, my Virtue, nay, my Frenzy's fled: 
Then view thy wretched Blood, imperial love! 
F Crimes enrage you, or Misfortunes move ; 
On me your Flames, on me your Bolts employ, . 
Me if your 4 ſpares, your Pity ſhould * 
Runs off. 
Lie. This may do Service yet. 


[Exit Lycon, carries off the Sqword. 


Hip. Is he return d? Thanks to the pitying Gods ! 
Shall I again behold his awful Eyes ? 
Again be folded in his loving Arms? 
Yet in the midſt of Joy I fear for Phzara; 
I fear his Warmth and unrelenting Juſtice. 
O !-ſhould her raging Paſſion reach his Ears, 
His tender Love, by Anger fir'd, wou'd turn 
To burning Rage; as ſoft Cydonien Oil, , 
Whofe-balmy Juice glides o'er th' untaſting Tongue, 
Vet toucht with Fire, with hotteſt Flames will blaze, 
But oh ye Powers ! I ſee his Godlike Form. 
O Extaſy of Joy! He comes, he comes! 
Is it my Lord? My Father? Oh! 'tis he: 
J ſee him, touch him, feel his known Embraces, 
See all the Father in his joy ful 0. 


Enter Theſeus, avith ot bert. 


Where have you been, my Lord? What angry Dæmon 
Hid you from Crete ? From me What God has ſav'd you * ? 
Did not Philatas ſee you fall! O anſwer me! 
And then I'll aſk a thouſand Queſtions more. 

Theſ. No: But to ſave my Life I feign'd my Death; 
My Horſe and well known Arms confirm'd the Tale, - | 
And hinder'd farther Search. This honeſt Greek 
Conceal'd me in his Houſe, and cur'd my Wounds : 
Pracur'd a Veſſel ; and to bleſs me more, 
Accompany'd my Flight 
But this at Leiſure. Let me now indulge 
4 Father's Fondneſs; let me ſnatch thee thus; 


| Thus 


F 


ae det ed od 
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Thas fold thee in my Arms. Such, ſuch, was I 
| [Bmbraces Hippolitus. 
When firſt I ſaw thy Mother, chaſte Camilla ; 
And much ſhe lov'd me Oh! Did Pheare view me 
Wich half that Fondnefs ! But ſhe's till unkind ; 
Elſe haſty Joy had-brought her to theſe Arms, _ 
To welcome me to Liberty, to Life; | 
And make that Life a Blefling. Come, my Son. 
Let us to Phædra. 
. Hip. Pardon me, my Lord. . 
The. Forget her former Treatment ; ſhe's to > good 
Still to perſiſt in Hatred to my Son. 
Hip. O! Let me fly from Crete, From you, [4#4. 
and Phædra. 
| Theſ. My Son, what means this turn? This ſudden ſtart ? 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your Father ? 
Hip. Not from my Father, but from lazy Crete; 
To follow Danger, and acquire Renown ; 
To quell the Monſters that eſcap'd your Sword, 


And make the World confeſs me 7h-ſeus* Son. 


Theſ. What can this Coldnefs mean ? Retire, my Son, - 


[ Exit Hippolitus, | 
While I attend the Queen What ſhock is 45 
Why tremble thus my Limbs ? Why faints my Heart ? 


Why am [I thrill'd with Fear, till now unknown? 
Where's now the Joy, the Extaſy, and Tranſport, 
That warm'd my Soul, and urg'd me on to Phedra ? 
O! had I never * ber, I'd been bleſt. 


Ae and Toy in # Love alternate reign ; 

Sweet is the Bliſs, diftrafting is the Pain, 

So wwhen the Nile its fruitfu! Deluge ſpreads, 

And genial Heat informs its ſlimy Beds; 

Here yellow Harwvefts crown the fertile Plain, 
There monſtrous Serpents fright the lab ring Sauain: 
Avaricus Product fills the fatten'd Sand, 

And the fame Fleodt inrigh and curſe the Land. 


The End of the TnIRD Acr. 
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Ker Iv. 
Euler Lygon ſol 


* ant Fer gain Time dll all my Wealth's em- 


bark'd, 8 
To ward my Foes Revenge, and finiſh mine, 
And ſhake that Empire which I can't poſſeſs. 


But then the Queen She dies — Why let her die; 
Let wide Deſtruction ſeize on all together, 


So Lycon live———A ſafe triumphant Exile, 
Great in Diſgrace, and envy'd in his Fall. 


The Der hen try thy Art and work her Paſſions, 


Enter Phzdra and Att 


Draw TR to act what moſt her Soul 


Poſſeſs her whole, and ſpeak thyſelf in Phedra. 
Phæd. Off, let me looſe ; why, cruel\barb'rous Maids, 
Why am I barr'd from Death, the common Refuge, g 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable Arms for all? 
Why muſt I drag th' inſufferable Load \ 
Of foul Diſhonour, and deſpairing Love ? 
Oh! length of Pain! Am I ſo often dying, 
And yet not dead? Feel I ſo oft Death's r 
Nor once can find its Eaſe ? 
Lyc. Would you now die? 
Now quit the Field to your Mſulting Foe? _ 
Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaſted Name: 
Ages to come, the Univerſe ſhall learn 
The wide immortal Infamy of Pheara : 
And the poor Babe, the Idol of your Soul, 
The lovely Image of your dear dead Lord, 
t Shall be upbraided with his Mother's Crimes; 
Il bear your Shame, ſhall fink beneath your Faults 3 
herit your Diſgrace, but not your Crown. 
Phed. Muſt he 05 fall, involv'd in my Deſtruction, 
And only live to curſe the Name of Pedra? 
Oh dear, unhappy Babe! Muſt 1 bequeath thee 
Only a od Inheritance of Woe ? | 


Gods! 
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PH DRA and HIPPOLITVS. 
Gods! cruel Gods! Can't all my Pains atone, : 
Unleſs they reach my Infant's guiltleſs Head ! 

Oh loſt Eftate! When Life's ſo ſharp a Torment, 
And Death itſelf can't eaſe ! Aſſiſt me, Lycon, | 
Adviſe, {peak Comfort to my troubled Soul. | 
Lyc. Tis you muſt drive that Trouble from your Souls 
As Streams when dam'd forget their ancient Current. 
And wand'ring o'er their Banks in other Channels flow ; 
So muſt you bend your Thoughts from hopeleſs Love, 
So turn their Courſe to Theſeus* happy Boſom, 
And crown his eager Hopes with wiſh'd Enjoyment: 
Then with freſh Charms adorn your troubl'd Looks, 
Diſplay the Beauties firſt inſpir'd his Soul. 
Sooth with your Voice, and woo him with your Eyes, 
- Phaed. Impoſſible! What wos him with theſe Eyes, 
Still wet with Tears that flow'd-—But not for Theſeus ? 
This Tongue ſo us'd to ſound another Name? | 
What! Take him to my Arms! Oh awful Juno 
Touch, love, careſs him! Whiie my wand'ring Fancy 
On other Objects ſtrays? A lewd Adultreſs 
In the chaſte Bed? And in the Father's Arms, 
(Oh horrid Thought! Oh execrable Inceſt!) 
Ev'n in the Father's Arms embrace the Son ? 
Lyc. Yet you muſt ſee him, leſt impatient Love 
Shou'd urge his Temper to too nice a Search, 
And ill-tim'd Abſence ſhould diſcloſe your Crime. 
Phed. Cou'd I, when preſent to his awful Eyes, 
Conceal the wild Diſorders of my Soul ? 
Wou'd not my Groans,” my Looks, my Speech betray me? 
Betray thee, Phedra! Then thou'rt not betray'd : 
Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals thee ; 
Thy pious Love and moft endearing Goodneſs 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to Silence. 
Oh wretched PLedra! Oh ill-guarded Secret! 
To Foes alone diſclos'd ! N | 
Lyc. I needs muſt fear them, 
Spight of their Oaths, their Vows, their Imprecations, 
Phæd Do Imprecations, Oaths, or Vows avail ? 
J too have ſworn, ev'n at the Altar ſworn x | 
Eternal Love and endleſs Faith to Theſeus : I 
And yet am falſe, forſworn: The hallow'd Shrine, 
That heard me ſwear, is Witneſs to my Falſhood, 


The Youth, the very Author of m 9 


And more to blacken, al excuſe your Follß ; N * 


Poin 


He ſhall endure the 8 
With juſt Revenge ſhall Thcſeus turn on him, 


"a — a In IPP rokrros. TY 
Evin he ſhall tell the Fault himſelf "infpir'd "> . he 
The fatal Eloquence that charm'd my Soul 2 es 
Shall laviſh all its Art to my Deſtruction. 


Lyc. Oh be will ell cl.— bruce, ſize im, | * 
With ſeeming Grief, and aggravating Pity, | 


Falſe Tears ſhall wet his unrelenting Eyes, ; 
And his glad Heart with artful Sighs ſhall heavez 
Then Theſeur —— How will Indignation ſwell 


His mighty Heart / How his majeſtick Frame 9 


Will ſhake with Rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent? 
How he'll expoſe you to the publick Scorn, 
And loathing Crowds ſhall murmer out their Horror? 
'Then Rate Sqythian Now methinks I ſee\ 
His fiery Eyes with ſullen Pleaſures glow, | 
Survey your Tortufts, and inſult your Pangs ; 1 
I fee him, ſmiling on the pleas'd /mena, + >, 
t out with Scorn the once proud Tyrant Phedra. 
 Phed. Curſſ be his Name ! May Infamy attend ems 
May ſwift Deſtruction fall upon his Head, 
Hurl'd by the Hand of thoſs b. he moſt adores. 

Lye. By Heav'n, hs phony Truth inſpires | your 

Tongue ; 


e he means to give ; 
And all the Torments which he beaps on you, 


Phed. Is't pofible? Oh Lycon / Oh my Refuge! 
Oh good old Man! Thou Oracle of Wiſdom ! 
Declare the Means, that Phædra may adore thee. 

Lyc. Accuſe him firſt, 

Phæd. Oh Heav'ns! Accuſe the Guile? 

Lyc. Then be accus'd let Theſeus know your Crime, 
Let laſting Infamy o'erwhelm your Glory: 
Let your Foe triumph, and your Infant fall 
Shake off this idle Lethargy of Pity, | 
With ready War prevent the invading Foe, | 
Preſerve your Glory, and ſecure your Vengeance; y 
Be yours the Fruit, Security, and Eaſe ; 
T bY Guilt, the Danger, and the Labour mine. 

Phed. IO ns, Theſeus come: 


Tuer 
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Pfau Þo wor for Phedra can do n 
N heighten his im hw ctr 
ow, * 1 en tient * 
N I raiſe his 2 his ee 
Quicken his then.quaſh em wi ur; 
Work his tum r 9 
Unite em all, then turn them on the Foe. c 
 The/. Was that my Que en, my Wife, my. Idol Pb, 
Does ſhe ſtill ſhun me: h injurious Heay'n | "RE 
Why did you give me back again to Life ? 
Why did you ſave me from the Rage of Battle, 
To be me fall by her more fatal Hatred? . 
Les Hatred ! Dos ſhe loves you with fuch Fond: 
nets, 14 A 
As none but that of Thgſtus e'er could equal; . 
Vet ſo the Gods have d, ſo Heav'n will have it, 
She ne'er muſt view her much lov'd Theſeus more. 
Theſ. Not ſee her ! By my Suff rings but I will, 
'Tho' Troops embattl'd ſhould oppoſe m Paſſage, _ 
And ready Death ſhou'd guard the fatal Way. 
Not ſee her! Oh I'll her in theſe Arms,  _* 
Break thro” the idle Bands that yet have held me, 
And ſeize the Joys my honeſt Love may claim. 
He. Is this a Time, for Joy 2 When Phedra's 8 
Theſ. Is this a Time for Grief? Is this my . 4 
To Air, to Life, to Liberty and Crete? _... a 
Not this I hop'd, when urg d by ardent Love, 45% dv 
I wing'd my eager Way to Phedra's Arms; © / 
Then to my Thoughts relenting Phedra flew, \ 
With open Arms td welcome my Return, 
With kind endearing Blame candemn'd my Raſknebs,. 
And made me ſwear to venture out no more. 
Ohl my warm Soul, my boiling Fancy glow'd 
With charming Hopes of yet untaſted Joys; 
New Fleaſures fill'd my Mud, all Dangers, Pains, _ 
Wars, Wounds, Defeats, in that dear Hope w were loſt; 
And does ſhe now avoid my 2 h | 
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do raſlily brave to dare the Sword of The/exs. 
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Invent new Pains, deteſt, loath, ſhun my Sight, 
Fly my Return, and ſorrow for my Safety ? 
He. Oh think not ſo ! For by th' unerring Gods, 


When firſt J told her of your wiſh'd Return, 


When the lov'd Name of Theſen reach'd her Ears, 


At that dear Name ſhe rear d her drooping Head, 


Her feeble Hands, and wat'ry Eyes to Heav'n, 

To bleſs the bounteous Gods: At thay dear Name 

The raging Tempeſt of her Grief was calm'd ; 

Her'Sighs were huſh'd, and Tears forgot to flow. | 
The/. Did my Return bring Comfort to her Sorrow? 

Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely Mourner: 

Oh I will kiſs the pearly Drops away 

Suck from her roſy Lips the fragrant Sighs ; 


With other Sighs her panting Breaſt ſhall heave, 
With other Dews her ſwimming Eyes ſhall melt, 


With other Pangs her throbbing Heart ſhall beat, 
And all her Sorrows ſhall be loſt in Love. 

Lye. Does Theſtus burn with ſuch unheard of paſſion? 
And muſt not ſhe with out ſtretch'd Arms receive him? 
And with an equal Ardour meet his Vows ? 

The Vows of one ſo dear! Oh rigteous Gods! 

Why. muſt the bleeding Heart of Theſus bear 

Such tort'ring Pangs ! While Phe4a dead to Love, 
Now with accuſing Eyes on angry Heav'n 

Stedfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the Gods; 

Now with dun? piercing Grief and hamble Shame, 


Fixes her gloomy watry Orbs to Earth ; 


Now burſt with ſwelling Anguiſh, rends the Skies , 
With loud Complaints of her outragious Wrongs ? 
The/. Wrong'd! Is ſhe wrong'd ? And lives he nt who 
wrong'd her? 
Lyc. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov d, 
That Phedra ſcarce can hape, ſcarce wiſh Revenge. 
Thef. Shall Theſeus live, and not my his Phæura ? 


Gods! Shall this Arm,  renown'd' for righteous Ven- 


geance, 
For Ke Tyrants, and redreſſing Wrongs, Jo. 
Now fail ? \ Now firſt, when Pheara's injur d, fail ? 
Speak. Lycon, haſte, declare the ſecret Villain, 
The Wretch ſo meanly baſe to injure Phædra, 


Lye, 


2 
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Lyc. I dare not f , but ſure her wrongs are mighty: 
The pale cold hue t dead'ns all her Charms, r 


Her Sighs, her hollow Groans, her flowing Tears 
Make me fuſpeft her monſt'rous Grief will end her. 

Theſ. End her? End Theſeus firſt, and all Mankind: 
But moſt that Villain, that deteſted Slave, 
'That brutal Coward, that dark lurking Wretch. 

Lyc. Oh noble Heat of unexampl'd Love 
This Phedrz hop d, when in the Midſt of Grief, 
- n hag wild Torrent of o'erwhelming Sorrows, 

roaning ſtill invok'd, till call'd on Theſes. 
a Did ſhe then name me? Did the weeping Charmer 
a my Name, and call for Aid on Theſeus 4 
Oh that lov'd Voice upbraided my Delay. 
Why then this ſtay? I come, I fly, Oh Phedra 1 
Lead on——Now, dark Diſturber of my Peace, 
If now thou'rt known, what Luxury of „ 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. 
He. Oh ! I beg you ſtay. 
Tbeſ. What! Stay when Pheara calls? | 
Lyc. = on my Knees, 

By all the Gods, my Lord, I beg you fla 
As you reſpe& your Peace, your Life, _ Glory: 
As Phædra's Days are 1 to your Soul ; 
By all your Love, by all her Sorrows, ſtay. | 

The/. Where bo the Danger ? Wherefore ſhould 1 

ſtay? 

Lyc. * ſudden Preſence wou'd ſurprize her Soul,” 
Renew the galling Image of her Wrongs, 
Revive her Sorrow, Indignation, Shame; 
And all your Son wou'd ffrike her from your Eyes. 


\ 

1 5 

1 
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. My Son ?'————But he's too good, too brave to 
wrong her. 
Whence then that ſhocking ( Change, that ſtrong 
 Surprize ; 


That Fright that ſeiz d him at the Name of Phedra ? 


os Was he ſurpriz'd ? That ſhew'd at leaſt Remorſe ? 
_ The/. 


Hh, Remorſe! For what? by Heav'ng my troubled- 
0 


oO eus de Attempt.— Say, what Remorſe. 
Tc. I wou'd = Wo I maſt, This you command ; 
Thi Phedra orders; thrice her fault ing Tongue 
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Bad me unfold the guilty Scene to Then: 
Thrice with loud Cries recall'd me on my Way, 
And blam'd my Speed, and chid my raſh Obedience, 
Leſt the unwelcome Tale ſhou'd wound your Peace. 
At laſt, with Looks ſerenely fad, ſhe cry'd, 5 
Go tell it all; but in ſuch Artful Words, - | 
Such tender Accents, and ſuch melting Sounds, 
As may appeaſe his Rage, and move his Fity ; f * 
As may incline him to va his Son 3 | 
A grievous Fault, but ſtilſ a Fault of Love. 
75%. Of Love! What ſtrange Suſpicions wrack my Soul? 
As you regard my Peace, declare, What Love? 
He. So urg'd I muſt declare; yet, pitying Heav'n, 
Why muſt I-ſpeak ? Why muſt unwilling Lycon ot 
Accuſe the Prince of impious Love ly Pheara ? 
Toe. Love to his Mother! To the Wife of Theſeus! 
He. Yes, at the Moment firft he'view'd her Eyes, 
Ev'n at the Altar, when you join'd your Hands 
_ His eaſy Heart receiv'd the guilty Flame, , 
And from that Time he pre ber wit by Patfon. 
The/. Then *twas for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete; 
J thought it Hatred all; Oh righteous Hatred! 
Forgive me, Heav'n, N 02 me, injur'd, Phra, 
That I in Secret have condemn'd thy Juſtice | 
Oh ! Twas all Juſt, and Th-#zs ſhall revenge, 
Ev'n on his Son, revenge his Phezdra's Wrongs. 
Hr. What eaſy Tools are theſe blunt honeſt Heroes, 
Who with keen Hunger gorge the naked Hook, 
Prevent the Bate the Stateſman's Art 1 nga 
And poſt to Ruin. Go, believing Fool, 
Go act thy far fam'd E r 
Next on thyſelf, and Both make way for Lycon, Asi. 
7 1 | a! Am I ſure ſhe's wrong d? Perhaps tis 
lalice. | 


Slave make it clear, make good your Aecuſation, 


Or treble Fury ſhall revenge my Son. SEEN 
He. Am I then doubted ? And can faithful Lycon 
Be thought to forge ſuch execrable Falſhoods ? 
Gods! When the Queen unwillingly complains, 
Can you ſuſpe& her Truth? Oh Godlike T Zeſeus / 
Is this the Loye you bear unhappy Phedra ? 
ls this her Itop'd for Aid? Go, wretched Matron, 


Sigh 
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Sigh to the Winds, and rend th' un 4 7 Heav'ns f 


ith thy vain Sorrows ; ſince relentleſs Theſeus, | 
Thy Hope, thy Refuge, 7 heſeys, will not hear thee. 

755670. ot hear my Phat Not revenge her Wrong 1 
Speak, make thy Proofs, and then his Doom's as fixt, 
As when ove ſpeaks, and high Olympus ſhakes, (+ 
And Fate his Voice obeys. 

He. Bear Witneſs, Heav'n ! 
With what Reluctance I produce this Sword, 
This fatal Proof againſt th* unha Prince, 
Leſt it ſhou'd work your Juſtice to his Ruin, 

And prove he aim'd at Force, as well as Inceſt. 
Tue,. Gods! Tis Illuſion a!l ! Is this the Sword 
By which Procruſtes, Scyron, Pallas fell ? 

Is this the Weapon which my darling Son 

Swore to employ in nought but Ach of Honour 7 . 
Now, faithful Youth, thou nobly haſt fulfill'd 
Thy gen'rous Promiſe. Oh molt injur d Phedra 7 
Why did I truſt to his deceitful Form? 

Why blame thy Juſtice or ſuſpe& thy Truth ? 

Lye. Had you this Morn beheld his afdent Eyes, 
| hs. his Arm lock'd in her diſhevell'd Hair, 
That Weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling Boſom, 
Whilſt ſhe with Screams refus'd his impious Love, * 
Entreating Death, and tiſing to the Wound! 

Oh! had you ſeen her, when the frighted Youth 
Retir'd at your Ap n had you then ſeen her, 

In the chaſte Tranſports of becomi Fury, 

Seize on the Sword to pierce her guiltleſs Boſom, 

Had you ſeen this, you cou'd not doubt her Truth, _ 

The/. Oh impious Monſter ! Oh forgive me, Phedra ! 
And may the Gods inſpire my injur'd Soul 
With equal Vengeance that may ſuit his Crimes. 

Lyc. For Phedra's Sake forbear to talk of Vengeance; 
That with new Pains wou'd wound her tender Breaſt : 
Send him away from Crete, and by his Abſence 
Give Phædra Quiet; and afford him Mercy. 

Theſ. Mercy ! For what? Oh ! well has The rewarded 
Poor Phedra's Mercy———Oh maſt barb'rous Traytar ! 
To wrong ſuch Beauty, and inſult ſuch Goodneſs. 
Mercy! What's that? A Virtue coin'd by Villains; 
Who 9 che Weaknels wry ſupports their Crimes, 


EC 3 Be 


7. 


Now boaſt thy Race, and laugh at Earth born Lycon. 


' Your Error's known, yet I diſdain to wrong you, 
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Be mute, and fly, leſt when my Rage is rous'd, 
Thou for thyſelf in vain implore my Merey. 


Lyc. Dall Fool, I laugh at Mercy more than thou doſt, 


| More than I do the Juſtice thou'rt ſo fond of. 


w come, young Hero, to thy Father's Arms, 
Receive the due Reward of haughty Virtue; \ 


[ Exit, 
Enter Hippolitus. | 


The/. Vet can it be Is this th' inceſtuous Villain? 
How great his Preſence, how erect his Look, 
How ev'ry Grace, how all his virtuous Mother 
Shines in his Face, and charms me from his Eyes! 
Oh Neptune! Oh, great Founder of our Race! 
Why was he fram'd with ſuch a godlike Look ? 


.. Why wears he not ſome moſt deteſted Form, 


Baleful to Sight, as horrible to Thought; 
That I might a& my Juſtice without Grief, | 
Puniſh the Villain, nor regret the Son? 4 


. Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret Care 


Proods in your Breaſt, and clouds your Royal Brow ? 
Why dart your awful Eyes tho Beams, 
And Frog Hippolitus they us'd to chear ? 

\ Theſ. Anſwer me firſt: When call'd to wait on Phedra, | | 
What ſudden Fear ſurpriz'd your troubl'd Soul ? 
Why did youſebbing Blood forſake your Cheeks ? 


Why did you haſten from your Father's Arms, 


To ſhun the Queen your Duty bids you pleaſe? 


Hip. My Lord, to pleaſe the Queen I'm forc'd to ſhun her, 
And keep this hated Object from her Sight. 
Te, Say, what's the Cauſe of her invet'rate Hatred ? 
Hip. My Lord, as yet I never gave her Cauſe. 
. Theſ. Oh were it ſo! [4/ide.) When lafl did you attend 
her? ; 
Hip. When laſt attend her ?—Oh unhappy. Queen, : 


LA 


Or to betray a Fault myſelf have caus'd. 
When laſt attend her ?— | 
Theſ. Anſwer me directly; 4 


Nor dare to trifle with your Father's Rage. 


Hip. 


— 
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My Lord, this very Morn I ſaw the Queen. 


7%, Whar pat 
- 4% I aſk'd Permiſſion to retire. 54447 
The. And we WE 2 
__./ Hip. My Lord, I humbly beg 
With the ad low "= he? dl aſk no more. 
The/. Yet you don't anſwer with yqur low Submiſſions: = 
Anſwer, or never hope to ſee me 
Hip. Too much he knows, I fear, without wy telling ; 
And the poor Queen's betray'd, and loſt for ever. (Af. 
Theſ. He hem Gods! and faulters at the Queſtion; _ 
His Fears, his Words, his Looks, declare him guilty. 4. 
Hip. Why do you frown, ay Lord? Why turn away, 
As from ſome 2 Monſter, not your Son? 4 
Theſ. Thou art that Monſter, and no more my Son. 
Not one of thoſe of the moſt horrid Form, 
Of which my Hand has eas'd the burthen'd Earth, 
Was half ſo hockin to my Sight as thou. 
Hip. Where am I, + F. that my Father Theſeus ? 
Am I awake? Am 1 Hippolitus ? _ 
Theſ. Thou art that Fiend. Thou art Hippolitus. 
Thou art —0 fall! O fatal Stain to Honour 
How had my vain Imagination form'd thee ? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juſt ? 
Sometimes it led me thro” the iGo of War; 
There it ſurvey'd thee ranging thro” the Field, 
Mowing down Troops, and dealing out Deſtruction: 
Somerimes with wholſome Laws retorming States, 
Crownin 55 their happy Joys with Peace and Plenty; 


While you 
Hip. With all wy Father's O'S. 
Burnt with impatient Thirſt of early Honour, - _ 

To hunt thro' bloody Fields the Chaſe of Glory, 

And bleſs your Age with Trophies like your o Wm. 
Gods! how that warm'd me! How my throbbing Wa * 
Leapt to the Image of my Father's Joy, 

When you ſhou'd ſtrain me in your folding Arms, 

And with kind Raptures, and with ſobbing Joys 

Commend my Valour, and confeſs your Son ! 

How did I think my glorious Toil o'erpaid ? 

Then great indeed, and in my Father's' Love, 


C4 With 
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| With more than Conqueſt crown'd ?. Go on, Hippolitus. 
Go tread the ru = Paths of darin Honour ; | 
Practice the „and auſtereſt Virtue, 
And all the rigid Laws of righteous M; 
The/eus, thy Father The/eus will reward thee. 
mM $4 Reward thee ? — Yes, as Minos wou'd reward 
Was Minos then thy Pattern? And did Minos, . 
The Great, the Good, the Jaſt, the Righteous Mine 
The Judge of Hell, and Oragle of Earth, 
Did he inſpire Adultery — 


appears. 


* Hal Whar's this? Crna 3 Rs 5 LHA. 
Hip. Amazement ! Inceſt 
The/. Inceſt with Phæura, with thy Mother Phzdra. 
Hip. This Charge ſo unexpected, ſo amazing, 
So new, ſo ſtrange, impoſſible to Tho he, | 
Stuns my afſtoniſh'd Soul, and ties my Voice. 
Theſ. Then let this wake thee, this once glorious Sword, 
With which thy Pather arm'd thy infant Hand, 
Not for thi Purpoſe. Oh abandort'd Slave 
Oh early Villain ! Moft deteſted Coward! 
With this my Inſtrument of youthful Glory! 
Wich this? Oh noble Entrance into Arms! 
| With this t'invade the ſpotleſs Phe Honour 
= Phewa! My Life! My better half, my Queen! 
That very Pheara, for whoſe juſt Defence 
The Gods wou'd claim thy Sword. | 
-. 'Amazement ! Death! 
Heav 1 Durſt I raiſe the far fam'd Sword of 7 heſeus 
= Againſt his Queen, againſt my Mother's Boſom. 
Theſ. If not, declare when, where, and how you loſt it? 
How Phedra gain'd it? Oh all the Gods! He's filent, 
Why was it bar'd? Whofe Boſom was it aim'd at? 

[What meant thy Arm advanc'd, thy glowing Cheeks, - 
[Thy Hand, Haan, Eyes? O Villain! Monſtrous Villain! 
Hip. Is there no Way, no Thought, no Beam of Light! 
No clue to guide me thro' this gloomy Maze, 


| wo clear my Honour, yet * my Faith ? 


None 
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None! None, ye Pow'rs! And mult I groan 
This execrable Load of foul Diſhonour ? 

Muſt Theſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard of Torture! 
Theſeus, my Father! No, I'll break thro! all; 
All Oaths, all Vows, all idle Imprecations, 
I give 'em to the Winds. Hear me, my Lord! 
Hear your wrong'd Son. The $word——Oh fatal Vow! 
Enſnaring Oaths, and thou, raſh thoughtleſs F vol, 
To bind thyſelf in voluntary Chains; 
Yet to thy fatal Truſt continue firm! 
Beneath Diſgrace tho' ipfamous yet honeſt. 
Yet hear me, Father, may the righteous Gods 
Show'r all their Curſgs on this wretched Head, 
Oh may they doom me! 

 Theſ. Ves, the Gods will doom thee. 

The Sword, the Sword! Now ſwear, and call to witneſs - 
Heav'n, Hell, and Earth, I mark it not from one, 

That breathes beneath ſuch complicated Guilt. 
Hip. Was that like Guilt, when with expanded Arme 
I ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd Return? - 
Does this appear like Guilt ? When thus 3 
With Eyes erect, and Viſage unappall d, " 
Fixt on that awful Face, I ſtand the wal 3 
Amaz'd, not fearing: Say, if I am panty i 
Where are the 3 Looks, the Face now pale, 
Now flaſhing red, the down caſt haggar'd Eyes, 
Or fixt on Earth, or flowly rais'd to catch 
A fearful View, then ſunk again with Horror? 

The/. This is for raw, untaught, unfiniſ' d Wige. 
Thou in thy Bloom haſt reach'd th abhore'dPerfeRtion 2 
Tny even Looks con'd wear a peaceful Calm, 

The beauteous Stamp, (oh Heav'ns !) of faultleſs Virtue, 
While thy foul Heart contriv'd this horrid Deed. 

Oh harden'd Fiend, can't ſuch tranſcending Crimes 
Diſturb thy Soul, or ruffle thy __—_ Brow? * 

What no Remorſe! No Qualms ! No icking Pangs! * 
No feeble Struggle of * Honour | 

O *twas thy Joy! Thy ſecret Hoard of Bliſs, 

To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in Thought: 

To Goat, to dwell on; as rejoicing Miſers 

Brood o'er r Precious Stores of ſecret Gold. 


ez 


N 


Love one deſcended from a Race of Tyrants, 
| Whoſe Blood 


Hate to the Shades, and tell the happy Pallas 


o * * 
* * 
= 
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Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak ? Then ſay, unerring Heav'n, 
Why was I born with ſuch a Thirſt of Glory? 


. Why did this Morning dawn to my Diſhonour ? 
Why did not pitying Fate with ready Death 


Prevent the guilty Day ? 
'Y; bi Guilty indeed. 


 Ev'n at the Time you heard your Father's Death, 


And ſuch a Father (Oh immortal Gods!) 
As held thee dearer than his Life and Glory ! 
When thou ſhould'ſt rend the Skies with clam'rous Grief, 


| Beat thy ſad Breaſt, and tear thy ſtarting Hair; 
Then to my Bed to force your impious Way; 


With horrid Luſt t inſult my yet warm Urn; 


Make me the Scorn of Hell, and Sport for Fiends ! 
Theſe are the fun'ral Honours 


paid to T, 
Theſe are the Sorrows, theſe the hallow'd Rites, 


To which | * u'd call your Father's hov'ring N 
"Enter Iſmena. 


Hear me, my "Bs e'er yet you fix his Doom: 


[Turning to Theſeus. 
ear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd Honour, 
nd guard his Life with Hazard of her own. 
Tho' thou'rt the Daughter of my hated Foe, 
Tho' ey'n thy Beauty 's loathſome to my Eyes, 

e bids me hear thee, 
k you. bo 
Then know, miſtak Prince, his honeſt Soul 
Cou'd ne'er be ſway d by impious Love to Phadra, 
Since I before engag'd his early Vows; 


With all my Wiles ſubdu'd his renting Heart ; 


[ Kneels. 


For long his Duty ſtruggl'd with his Love. 


"Theſ. Speak, is this true? On thy Obedience, fark. 
Hip. So charg'd, I own the dang'rous Truth; I own, 
Againſt her Will, I lov'd the fair Iſmena. 

Theſ. Can't thou be only clear'd by Diſobedience, 
And juſtify'd by Crimes ?!—What! love my Foe! 


yet reaks on my avenging Sword ! 
I'm curſt each Moment I delay thy Fate: 


& 


Tell it the grinning Fiends, till Hell ſound nothing 


| Seize him, Cratander, take this guilty Sword, 
Let his own Hand avenge the Crimes it ated, 


Take him away, and execute my Orders. 


Let me be honour'd ſtill, but not deplor d. 


Tremble to reach thee, No, diſhonour'd The/eus ! 


The Woes which Fate, and not my Father, wrou 
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Nnuena's Flames, and let him taſte ſuch Joys 

As thou giv'ſt me; go tell applauding Minos 
The pious Love you bore his Daughter Phedra ; 
Tell it the chatt'ring Ghoſts, and biſſting Furies, 
To 8. pleag'd Ears but Phedra and 1/mena. 


E nter Cratander. 


And bid him die, at leaſt, like The/zus' Son. 


Hip. Heav'ns! How that ſtrikes me! How it wounds 
my Soul ! | 

To think of your unutterable Sons 

When you ſhall find Hippolitus was guiltleſs ! 

Yet when you know the Innocence you doom'd, 8 

When you ſhall mourn your Son's unhappy Fate, 

Oh, I beſeech you by the Love you bore. me, 

With my laſt Words, (my Words will then prevail) 

Oh for my Sake forbear to touch your Life, 

Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theſeus. 

Let all my Virtues, all my Joys ſurvive 

Freſh in your Breſt, but be my Woes forgot ; 


Oh! Let me dwell for ever in your Thooghts,.. 


T hef.” Then thy chief Care is for thy Father? $ Lite. 
Oh blooming Hypocrite ! Oh young Diflembler ! 
Well haſt thou ſhewn the Care thou tale ſt of The/exs. 
Oh all ye Gods! How this enflames my Fury Ani 
I ſcarce can hold my Rage; my eager Hands - | 


Blot not thy Fame with ſuch a Monſter's Blood. / 

Snatch him away. | 

Hip. Lead on. Farewel, I/mena. 
1/n. Oh! Take me with him, let me ſhare his Fate. 

Oh awful The/eus ! Yet revoke his Doom: 

See, ſee the very Miniſters of Death, | 

Tho' bred to Blood, vet ſhrink, and wiſh to fave him? 


| 


— ee ne 2 
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T Slaves, Villains, tear her from him, cut her 
Arms off. 
In. Oh ! Tear me, cut me, till my ſever'd Limbs 
Grow to my Lord, and ſhare the Pains be ſuffers. 
_ Thy/. Villains away. 
Jim. O Heft! Hear me, hear me. 
Theſ. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome * 
Off, Woman. ak 1 
VI. Stay, oh ſtay! I'll tell you al 
[Exit Theſeus. 
Already gone rell it ye conſcious Walls; | 
Bear it ye Winds upon your pity ing Wings; 
Reſound it, Fame, with all your hundred Tongues. 
Oh hapleſs Youth ! All Heav'n conſpires againſt you, 
'The conſcious Walls conceal the fatal Secret: | 
Th' untainted Winds refuſe th infecting Load: 
And Fame itſelf is mute. -Nay, ev'n Jſnena, 
Thy own I/mena's ſworn to thy Deſtruction. 


But fill, aubate er the cruel Gods defs, 2 PE 0 
ine, ; 


ooo * 


[ 
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In the ſame Fate our equal Stars com 
And he who dooms thy Death Pronaunces mine. 


The End of the Four Aer: 


 Buter Phedra aud Lycon. 
He. ccuſe yourſelf ? On my Knees I hex vou, 
By all the Gads, recal che fatal Meſſage. 
Heav'ns ! Will you ſtand the dreaded Rage of Theſtus ? 
And brand your Fame; and work yaur own. Deſtruction? 


Phed. By thee m branded, :and.by- thee deſtroy'd; 
Thou beſam.Serpent, thou alloring Kiend! #1 


*, 
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+ Yet ſhan't he boaſt the Miſeries you cauſe, 
Nor ſcape the Ruin you have brought on all. 


Dez 


| 
| 
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Lyc. Was it not your command? Has faithful Lycon 
E'er ſpoke, e'er thought, defign'd, contriv'd, or acted? 


Has he done ought without the Queen's Conſent? 
Phæd. Plead'ſt thou Conſent to what thou firſt inſpir'dt 


Was that Conſent ? O ſenſeleſs Politician! 


When adverſe Paſſons ftrugg!'d in my Breaſt, 


| When Anger, Fear, Love, Arbcke;, Guilt, Deſpair 


Drove out my Reaſon, and uſurp'd my Soul. 
Yet this Conſent you plead, O faithful Lycon / 


(Ob! only zealous for "the Fame of Phedra 


/ 


With this you blot my Name and clear your own ; 


And what's my Frenzy, ſhall be call'd my Cri 


What then is thine? Thou cool deli 
Thou wiſe fore-thinking, weighing 


nmesz 


rate Villain, 
olitician ! 


49 


He. Oh! *Twas ſo black, my frighten'd r re- 


'd 


Vet ſtill, tho pierc'd with ſuch amazing A 
Such was . Zeal, ſo much I lov'd my 


At its own Sound, and Horror ſhook my Soul. 


nguiſh, 


Queen, 


I brake thro' all, to ſave the Life of Phagra. 
Phed. What's Life? Oh all ye Gods! Can Life atone 


Or can I live? When thou, oh Soul of Honour! 


For all the 5 Whe Crimes by which 'tis bought? 


Oh early Hero!. By my Crimes art ruin'd. 


Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy Youth 
Falls by the ſordid Hands of — Villains; 


Now, now he bleeds! he dies 0 
See his rich Blood in purple Torrents flows, 
And Nature ſallies in unbidden Groans; 
Now mortal Pangs diſtort his lovely Form, 
His Roſy Beauties fade, his ſtarry Eyes 
Now darkling ſwim, abd 


fix their cloſing Dadins ; 


Now in ſhort Gaſps his lab'ring Spirit heaves, 


And weakly flutters on his fault ring Tongue, 


And ſtruggles into Sound. Hear, 'Monſter, hear, 
With his laſt Breath he curſes perjur'd Phedra : 


He ſummons Phedra to the Bar of Minos; 


Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee 


Whole Hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff ring Phadra - 


Shall find ſome Eaſe, to ſee thee {till more wretched. 


Lyc. Oh all ye Pow'rs! Oh "Phzara? * 
By all my Zeal, by * anxious C 


car me, hear 


* 


perjur d Traytor ? 


* 


By 
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By thoſe unhappy Crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 

By theſe old wither'd Limbs, and y Hairs, 

By all my Tears! O Heav'ns ! She minds me not, 

She hears not my Complaints. Oh wretched Bren 

To what art thou reſerv'd ? | | 
 Phed. Reſerv'd to all FTTH 


The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt Pains that Earth can furniſh, 


Guards ſecure him. 


To all I wiſ Oh Pheara- 
Lycon carried oe 
Ha I Theſeus, Gods ! My freezing Blood congeals, 


And all my Thoughts, Deſigns, and Words are loft: 


Euter Theſeus. 


The. Pot 3 at pl repent ? Oh lovely — 
At laſt with equal Ardour meet my Vows: 0 

O dear bought Bleſſing! Yet I'll not complain, 
Since now my ſharpeſt Grief is all o erpaid, 0 
And only heightens Joy. Then haſte, my Charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famiſh'd Souls with amorous Riot, 

With fierceſt Bliſs atone ſor our Delay. 

And in a Moment love the Age we've loſt. 

Pßœd. Stand off, approach me, touch me not; fly hence, 
Far as the diſtant Skies or deepeſt Center. 

Theſ. Amazement! Death ! Ye Gods who | guide the 

* orld, . S 
What can this mean ? So fierce a Deteſtation, 


So ſtrong Abhorrence Speak, exquiſite Tormentor ! 


Was it for this your Summons fill'd my Soul 

With eager Raptures, and tumultuous Tranſports ? 

Ev'n painful Joys, and Agonies of Bliſs. 

Did I for this obey my Phædra's Call, 

And fly with trembling Haſte to meet her Arms? 

And am I thus receiv'd ? O cruel Pedra 

Was it for this you rouz d my drowſy Soul \ (_ 
From the dull Lethargy of hopeleſs Love? | 
And doſt thou only ſhew thoſe beauteous Eyes 

To wake Deſpair, and blaſt me with their Beams ? 

| Phed. Oh! Were that all to which. the Gods have 


doom'd me; | | 
| / pn © wil 
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But angry Heav'n has laid in Store for Thecus | 

Such perfect Miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent Woe, rig.” 
That the black Image ſhocks my frighted Soul, 

And the Words die on my reluctant Tongue. 

The/. Fear not to ſpeak it; that harmonious Voice 

Will make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
And charm the Grief it brings, Thus let me heaf it, 
B Thus i in thy Sight ! thus gazing on thoſe Eyes 
I can ſupport the utmoſt Spite of Fate, | 
And fan the Rage of Heav'n——Approach, my Fair 
Phæd. Off, or 7 fly far ever from thy Sight: 
Shall I embrace the Father of Hippolitus? 

Theſ. Forget the Villain, drive him from your Soul. 

Phed. Can I forget? Or drive him from my Soul? 
Oh! he willftill be preſent to my Eyes; 

His Words will ever echo in my Ears ; 
Still will he be the Torture of my Days, 
Bane of my Life, and Ruin of my/Glory. 

The. And mine and all. moſt abandon'd Villain ! 
Oh laſting Scandal to our Godlike Race ! i 
That cou'd contrive a Crime fo foul as Inceſt, 

Phed. Inceſt ! Oh name it not 
The very mention ſhakes my inmoſt Soul: 

The Gods are ſtartled in their peaceful Manſions, 
And Nature fickens at the ſhocking Sound. 
Thou brutal Wretch ! Thou execrable Monſter ! 
To break thro' all the Laws that early flow 
From untaught Reaſon, and diſtinguiſh Man ; 
Mix like the ſenſeleſs Herd with beſtial Luſt, 2 
Mothet and Son prepoſterouſly Wicked; 

To baniſh from thy Soul the Reverence due 
To Honour, Nature, and the genial Bed, 
And injure one ſo great, ſo good as T, beſeus! EN”. 

Te. To injute one fo great, ſo good as Phedra ; 
Oh Slave ! To wrong ſuch Purity as thine, - 
Such dazling Brightneſs, ſuch exalted Virtue. 

Phed. Virme! All ſeeing Gods, you know my Virtue. 
.Muſt I ſupport all this? O righteous Heav'n! | 
Can't I yer ſpeak? Reproach I could have born, Ky 
Pointed his Satire's Stings, and edg'd his Rage, - 
But to be prais'd—— Now, Minas, I defy thee; 


6 FG Ft 
Stones, 


In animated Gold. 
Shall hang for ever o'er r thy ſnowy Boſom ; 


e 


F'er this the Prince is dead. 
-Rear it on high, and point it to his Feat. 


r 
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Stones, Furies, Wheels are ſlight to What I ſuffer; 
And Hell itſelf's Relief. 

; heſ What's Hell to thee? 
What Crimes couldſt thou commit; Or what Reproac hes 
Cou'd Innocence ſo pure as Phe4ra's fear. 
Oh, thou'rt the chaſteſt Matron of thy Sex, 
'F he faireſt Pattern of excelling Virtue, 85 
Our lateſt Anhals ſhall its Glor * _ 
The Maid's Example, and the Marks | 
Each ſkilful Artiſt ſhall be a thy F N 
The threatning Sword 


Such Heav'nly Beauty on thy Face ſhall bloom, 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe the Villain's Crime; | 
But yet that Firmneſs, that unſhaken Virtue, . 

As ſtill ſhall make the Monſter more deteſted. 


Where e'er you paſs, the crowded Way ſhall ſound: 
With joyful Cries, and endlefs Acclamations 


And when, ang Bards, in daring, Strains 
Shall raiſe ſome Heav'nly Matron to the Pow'rs, 


"They'll ſay, ſhe's Great, ſhe's True, ſhe's Chaſte as PBædra. 
Pbæd. This might have been——But now, oh cruel Stars! 


Now, as F paſs, the crowded Way ſhall ſound 

With hiſſing Scorn, and murm'ring Deteſtation : 

The lateſt Annals ſhall record my Shame; 

And when th' avenging Mule with pointed Rage 
Wou'd fink ſome impious Woman down to Hell, 

She'll ſay, ſhe's Falſe, ſhe's Baſe, ſhe's Foul as Phedrs. | 
Tg. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid Violation 
Caſt any Stains on Purity like thine,. 
They're waſh'd already in the Villain's Blood: | 

The very Sword, his Inſtrument of Horror. 
E'er this Time drench'd i in his inceſtuous Heart, 

Has done thee Juſtice, and aveng'd the Crimes f 
He us'd it to perform. * | 


Enter Myfenger- | 


Mee. Alas ! my Lord, 7 
[ ſaw an 
I ſaw him boldly take it, | 


Give him a Sword, 


With 
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With y Hands, and with diſdainful Looks, 

Abaie thit fear'd not Death, but ſcorn'd to die, 

And not in Batdle;=——A loud Clamour follow'd ; 

And the ſurrounding Soldiers hid from Sight, 

But all pronounc'd him-Dead. 

Phed. Is he then dead? 
7. he/. Yes, yes, he's dead; and dead by my Command: 

And in this dreadful Act of mournful Juſtice, 

I'm more renown'd than in my dear bought Laurels. 
Phed. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed, —0 happy 
Tubus, | 

Oh, only worthy of the Love of Phædra 

Haſte then, let's join our well-met Hands together ; 

Unite for ever, a:.d defy the Gods 

To ſhew a Pair ſo eminently wretched. | 
The. Wretched ! For what? For what the World muſt 


praiſe me; \ 
For what the — 2 ſhall — wy Juſtice, - 
A Villain's Death. 


Phed. Hippolitus a Villain! 
Oh, he was all his Godlike Sire cou'd wi 
The Pride of The/eus, and the Hopes of rete, 
Nor did the braveſt of his Godlike Race 
Tread with ſuch early Hopes the Paths of Honour. 
The/. What can this mean? Declare, ambiguous Phedra z 
Say, whence theſe r Guſts of claſhing Rage? | 
Why are thy doubted Speeches dark and troubPd, 
As Cretan Seas when vext by warring Winds ? 
[Why is a Villain, with alternate Paſſion, . 
Accus'd and prais d, deteſted and deplor d? 
Phed. Canlt thou not gueſs ? | i 
Canſt thou not read? it in my furious Paſſions? 
In all the wild Diſorders of my Soul? 
ou'dſt thou not ſee it in the noble Warmth 
hat urged the darling Vouth to Acts of Honour ? 
20u'dſt thou not find it in the gen'rous Truth, 
hich ſparkl'd in his Eyes, and open'd in his Face? 
ou'dſt not perceive it in the chaſte Reſerve ? 
In every Word and Look; each Godlike Act, 
ou'dſt thou not ſee Hippolitus was guilrleſs ? 
Theſ. Guiltleſs ! Oh all ye Gods ! What can this mean ? 


0 


| Phed. 
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Phed. Mean ! "Fhat the Guilt is mine, that virtuous 
Para, 
The Maid's Example, and the Matron' s Theme, 
With beſtial Paſſion woo'd your loathing Son. 


. And when deny'd, with impious Accuſation 


Sully'd the Luſtre of his ſhining Honour; 
Of my own Crimes accus'd the faultleſs Youth, 
And with enſnaring Wiles deſtroy'd that Virtue 


I try'd in vain to ſhake. 


Tg. Is he then guiltleſs? | 
Guiltleſs! Then what art thou? And oh juſt Heav'n! 


| What a deteſted Parricide is T he/cus ? 


Phed. What am 1? What indeed, but one more black 
Thin Earth, or Hell e'er bore! O horrid Mixture 
Of Crimes, and Woes, of Parricide, and Inceſt, 
Perjury, Murther, to arm the erring Father 
Againſt the guiltleſs Son. O impious Lycon ] 
In what a Hell of Woes thy Arts have plung'd me ! 
Theſ. Lycon ! Here, Guards! 
illain! — 


Secure him, ſeize him, drag bim Piece Meal hither. 


E 1 Guards. = 


Guards, Who has, my 5 incurr'd your bigh Diſ- 
pleaſure ? 
Theſ. Who can it be, ye Gods, but perjur'd Lycon ? 
Who can inſpire ſuch Storms of Rape, but Lycon ? 
Where has my Sword left one ſo black, but Lycon? 
Where! Wretched The/ſeus In thy Bed and Heart, 
The very darling of my Soul and Eyes! 
Oh beauteous Fiend ! But truſt not to thy Form. 
You too my Son, was fair; your manly Beauties 


Charm'd ev'ry Heart, (O Heay'ns !) to your Deſtruction, 


You too were good, your virtuous Soul abhorr'd 
The Crimes for which you dy'd. Oi Ain Phedra ! 
Inceſtuous Fury ! Execrable Murth'rels ! 
Is there Revenge on Earth, or Pain in Hell, 
Can Art invent, or boiling Rage ſuggeſt, : 
Ev'n endleſs Torture which thou ſhalt nor ſuffer ? | 
Phed. And is there ought on Earth I would not ſuffer ? 
Oh, were there Vengeance equal to my Crimes, 5 
hats bp ou 


” Soon 


* 


Ok moſt abandonꝰd 
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Thou needſt not claim it, moſt unhappy Vouth, 
From any Hands but mine: T'avenge thy Fate 
I'd court the fierceſt Pains, and ſue for Tortures ; 
And Phedra's Suff rings ſhou'd atone for thine: 
Ev'n now I fall a Victim to thy Wrongs; 
Ev'n now a fatal Draught works out my Soul; 
Ev*n now it curdles in my ſhrinking Veins 
The lazy Blood, and freezes at my Heart, j 


Lycon brought in. 


The/. Haſt thou eſcap'd my Wrath? Yet, impious Lycon, 
On thee I'll empty all my hoard of Vengeance, 
And glut my bounleſs Rage. | 
55 Lyc. O! Mercy, Mercy ! 
Thef. Such thou ſhalt find as thy beſt Deeds deſerve, 
Such as thy guilty Soul can hope from Theſes ; 
| | Such as thou ſhew'dſt to poor Higpolitus. 
Lyc. Oh chain me! Whip me! Let me be the Scorn 
Of ſordid Rabbles, and inſulting Crowds ! 
Give me but Life, and make that Life moſt wretched. 
Phæd. Art thou ſo baſe, ſo ſpiritleſs a Slave? 
Not ſo ti lovely Youth thy Arts have ruin'd, 
4 Not ſo he bore the Fate to which you doom'd him. 
Theſ. Oh abject Villain! Yet it gives me Joy 
To ſee the Fears that ſhake thy guilty Soul, 
Enhance thy Crimes, and antedate thy Woes 
Oh, how thou'lt howl thy fearful Soul away 
While laughing Crowds ſhall echo to thy Cries, , 
And make thy Pains their Sport. Haſte, hence, away 
. with him, | | 
Drag him to all the Torments Earth can furniſh ! 
Let him be wrackt and gaſh'd, impal d alive; 
Then let the mangl'd Monſter, fixt on high, 
Grin o'er the ſhouting Crowds, and glut their Vengeance. 
And.is this all? And art thou now appeas'd ? 
Will this.atone for poor Hippolitus ? _ 
Oh ungorg'd Appetite ! Oh rav'nous Thirſt 
Of a Son's Blood ! What not a Day, a Moment! 
bc Phezd. A Day! A Moment! Oh! thou ſhouldſt have ſtaid 
Years, Ages, all the round of circling Time, 
ob E'er touch the Life of that conſummate Youth. The $ 
: Ef» 
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 Theſ. And yet with Joy I flew to his Deſtruction, 
Boaſted his Fate, and triumph'd in his Rum, 
Not this promis'd to his dying Mother, 
When in her mortal Pangs ſhe ſighing gave me 
The laſt cold Kiſſes from her tremblipg Lips, 
And reach'd her feeble wand' ring Hands to mine; 
When her laſt Breath now quiv'ring at her Mouth, 
| Implor'd my Goodneſs to her lovely Son; 
To her Hippolitns, He, alas! deſcends 
An early Victim to the lazy Shades, | 
(Oh Heav'n and Earth !) by Thecus doom'd, deſcends. 
Phed. He's doom'd by Theſens, but accus'd by Phedray 
By Predra's Madneſs, and by Lycon's Hatred. | 
Yet with my Life I expiate my Frans: 
And die for thee, my headlon Rage deftroy'd : 
Thee I purſue, (oh great ill-fated Youth !) 
Purſue thee til}, but now chaſte Deſires ; 
Thee thro” the diſmal waſte of gloomy Death; 
Thee thre he glimm'riog Dawn, and purer Day, 
Thro' all th' EH, Plains: O righteous Minas / 
Elyfian Plains: There he and his //mena 
Shall ſport for ever, ſhall for ever drink | 
Immortal Love; while I far off ſhall howl - - 
In lonely Plains; while all the blackeſt Ghoſts _ 
Shrink from the baleful ſight of one more monſtrous, 
And more accurſt than they. 
: Theſ. I too mult go; 
I too muſt once more ſee the burning Shore 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, 
Whence no A4lcid-s will releaſe me now. 
Phed. Then why this ſtay? Come on, let's plunge 
together: . : oh 
See Hell ſets. wide its Adamantine Gates, 
See thro' the ſable Gates the black Cocyzus 
In ſmoaky Circles rowls its fiery Waves: 
Hear, hear the ſtunning Harmonies of Woe, 
The din of rattling Chains, of claſhing Whips, | 
Of Groans, or loud Complaints, of piercing Shrieks,. _s; 
That wide thro? all its "a my World reſound. 
How huge Ma gara ſtalks ! what ſtreaming Fires 
Blaze from her glaring Eyes ! what Serpents curl 
In horrid Wreaths, and hiſs around her Head! 


/ 


Now 
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Now, now ſhe drags me to the Bar of Minos, 
See how the awful Judges of the Dead 
Look ſtedfaſt Hate, and horrible Diſmay ! 
See Mints turns away his loathing Eyes, © 
Rage choaks his ſtruggling Words : The fatal Urn 
Drops from his trembling Hand: O all ye Gods! 
What Lycos here! Oh execrable Villain! 5 
Then am I ſtill on Earth? By Hell I am, 
A Fury now, - a Scourge preſerv'd for Hon! 
See, the juſt Beings offer to my Vengeance 
That impious Slave. Now, Lycor, for Revenge; 
Thanks, Heav'n, "tis here. III Real it to his Heart. 
[Miſtaking. Theſeus for Lycon offers to ftab bim.] 
Guards. Heav'ns ! *tis your Lord. "1 RH 
Phed. My Lord ! O equal Heav'n ! 
Muſt each pottentous Moment riſe in Crimes, 
And ſallyipg Life go off in Parricide? , _ 
Then wt; not thy ſlow Drugs. Thus ſure of Death | 
ME lee e, tabs herſelf 
Compleat thy Horrors And if this ſuffice not, 
Thou, Minos, do the reſt. OMG ; 
» Thef. At length ſhe's quiet, 
2 Earth now bears not ſuch a Wretch as Tbeſeus; 
et I'll obey Hippolitus, and live: 1 hg 
Then to the Wars; and as the Corybantines, wy 
With claſhing Shields, and braying 'Trumpets drown'd. 
The Cries of Infant 7 ' ſtifle Conſcience, 
And Nature's Murmurs in the din of Arms. 
But what are Arms to me? Is he not dead 
For whom I fought? For whom my hoary Age 
Glow'd with the boiling Heat of Youth in Batile? 
How then to drag a wretched Life beneath | 
An endleſs round of fill returning Woes, _ 
And all the gnawing Pangs of vain Remorlſe ? | 
What Torment's this? - Therefore, O greatly thought! 
Therefore do Juſtice on thyſelf and live; | 
Live above all moſt infinitely wretched. 
Imena to9——— Nay, then avenging Heav'n. 
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4 


Iſmena enters. | 1 


7 Has vented all its Rage ———O wretched Maid ! 


Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging Grief ? 
Why add to Sorrows, and embitter Woes? 
Why do thy mournful Eyes upbraid my Guilt ? 
Why thus recall to my afflicted Soul | 
The ſad Remembrance of my Godlike on, 


t dear Youth my Cruelty has ruin'd? _ 
4 Im. Ruin'd ! all ye Powers! O awful Tre/eus ! 
y, where's my Lord ? ſay, where has Fate * him? 
Oh ſpeak! the Fear diſtracts me. | 
| Te Gods! can ſpeak? 
Can I declare his Fate to his Jinena? 
Oh lovely Maid! Cou'dft thou admit of Comfort, 
Thou ſhou'dft for ever be my only Care, | 
Work of my Life, and Labour of my Soul. 
For thee alone, my Sorrows, lull'd, "hat ceaſe ; 
' Ceaſe for a while to mourn my murther'd Son: 
For thee alone my Sword once more ſhall rage, | 
Reſtore the Crown, of which it robb'd your Race; 
Then let your Grief give Way to Thoughts of Empire ; 
At thy own Athens reign. The happy Crowd 
Heneath the eaſy Yoke with Pleaſure bow, 
And think in thee their own Minerva reigns; 
Inn. Mut I then reign? Nay, muſt I live without bim? 
Not fo, oh Godlike Youth ! you lov'd 1/mena : 
You, for her ſake, refus'd the Cretan Empire, 
And yet a nobler Gift, the Royal Phedra. 
Shall I then take a Crown, a guilty Crown, 
From the relentleſs Hand that doom'd thy Death ? 
Oh! tis in Death alone I can have Eaſe, 
— 1 I find it. [Offers to Hab 22 


Seek Enter Hippolitas 


13 O forbear 1/mena / 3 
Forbear, chaſte Maid, to wound thy tender Boſom ; 
- Heav'n and Earth ſhou'd ſhe reſolve to die, 
ſnatch all Beauty from the widow'd Earth? 
it for me, ye Gods! ſhe'd fall a Victim? 


\ 
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Was it for me ſhe'd die? O heav'nly os ant | q 
See, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 4 
And hopes to live for thee. | 


F Hippolitus ! 

Am U alive or dead? Is this Elyfrum ? 
"Tis he, „tis all Hippolitus Ar t well? 
Ar't thou not wounded ? | | 

G Theſ. Oh adhop'd for joy! 
Stand off, ang let me fly into his Arms, 11 
Speak, ay, what God, what Miraele preferv'd the ih 
Did'ſt thou not ſtrike thy Father's cruel ene | 
My Sword, intothy Breaſt? 

Hip. I aim'd it there, 

+ But turn'd it from myſelf, and ſlew Cratander ; P71 $2296 
The Guards, not truſted with his fatal Orders, 2 
Granted my Wiſh, and brought me to the King: | -| 

I fear'd:not Death, but cou'd not bear the Thought 
Of Th:ſeus's Sorrow, and I/mena's Loſs ; 
Therefore I haten'd to your Royal Preſence, | 
we to receive my Doom. | 
Ty. Be this thy Doom, 
To live for ever in I/mena's Arms. 
Go, heav'nly Pair, and with your dazling Virtues, 
\ Your Courage, Truth, your Innocence and Love, 
' Amaze and Charm Mankind ; and rule that Empire, 
For which in vain your Rival Fathers _— 
Im. Oh killing Joy f . 
Hip. Oh Extaſy of Bliſs ! 
Am I poſſeſs d atYaſt of my Iſmena ? 
Of that Cceleſtial Maid, oh pitying Gods ! 
How ſhall I thank your Bounties for my Suff rings, 


For all my ae all the Pangs I've born ? 
d 


. Since twas to t I owe divine //mena, 
. To them I owe ear Conſent of Theſeus. | 
f Yet there's a Pain lies heavy on my Heart; * 
For the diſaſtrous Fate »f hapleſs Phæara. | 
Theſ. Deep was her Anguiſh, for the Wrongs ſhe did 


She choſe to die, and in her Death deplor d 
Your Fate, and not her down. 

Hip. I've heard it all. 
of ! had not Paſſion ſully d her Renown, 


F „ 
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Bug till the Proofs are clear, the Stroke delay. 
Protect the Goodneſs which themſelves inſpire; 


— —ꝛ— 
To - 


None e'er on Earth had ſhone with equal. Luſtre! 
© $0 glorious liv'd, or ſo lamented dy'd. | 
Her Faults were only Faults of raging. Tove. * 
Her Virtues all her Wwn. | 
J.. Unhappy Phetra WE 4 
F Was there no ather Way, ye pitying Pow? i, Ts 
No other Way to crown 1/mena's Love? 14 
Then muſt ever mourn her cruel Fate, 
And in the Midſt of my triumphant Jo, 
Ev'n in my Hero's Arms confeſs ſome — 
e G tender Maid! forbear with ill-tim'd Grief, 
To damp our Bleflings, and incenſe the Gods; 
But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our Thanks 
For all the Wonders in our Favour wrought 3 n 
That Heav'n, whoſe Mercy reſcu'd erring The/ens 
From execrable Crimes, and endleſs Woes. 


Then leah rom me, ye Kings that rule the World, 
With equal Poe, let ſteddy Juſtice ſway, 


And flagrant Crimes with certain Vengeance pay, 
Hip. The righteous Gods that Innocence require, 


Unguarded Virtue human Arts defies, 
"" Accus d i is happy, while th' Accuſer dies. 


UE xeunt omni. 
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